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I love you so that. I would give my life 

Keep me beside you 

So many people, dear, have said to me 
Words are such little things and deeds are slight 
And in the end, Beloved, as you said . 
If I but knew! Oh, I am mad to dream . 
When out of early dusk, the arc lights rise 
I, who am cast aside with carelessness . 
And so I tiy to read between the lines . 
And all the beats of my imhappy heart . 
Across the purple sky, beyond the trees . 
I have cried unto God in bitterness 
Words! Silly words of passion .... 
Perhaps, if in this world of words . 
How is it that when all this weary time 
If I could curse you from my heart of hearts 
Forever! Once I thought that I could hold 
I look across my life with bitterness 
But it is with me all the time 
"And so they loved and passed" 
Out of my glass my face looks back 
I, who have called so often . 
Upon the rocky hills we wandered 
To-night! This night that now lies dark 

without 

Then will I never cease from wanting you 
But give them back to me for they are mine 
These days, these golden days mean naught to 

you 

Thus all my life has been bound up in you 
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You knew me at my best .... 
Even to you, oh, dearest in the world 
To win you back after yotir faithlessness 
Oh, truly, I have done the only thing 
But last night you were here . . 
You take it up as if all that has been 
What have you taught me ... . 
I worship you, I lie to you 
The momentary faith in you is gone 
Never to know! My God, it cannot be 
Aftermath 
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INVOCATION 



H 



EART of silver, in a rose. 

Pray, who knows 
What your dreams are as you he 

'Neath the sky? 
Heart of silver, wake for me, 

I would be 
Your dear lover. Do not sleep, 

Wake to weep 
For the lost and peaceful hoius 

'Midst the flowers. 
Rouse yourself for passion's sake. 

Lady, wake! 
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JSS me on the lips, dear. 
They were made to kiss. 
Let me keep forever 
Rapture such as this! 

Let me kiss your hand, dear. 

See, I'm bending low. 
I am not half worthy — 

It is better so. 
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A SUNSET SONG 

J. O the far-off land of the siuiset clouds 
Where the purple roses grow, 
Where the lilies tremble in their shrouds, 
There am I fain to go. 

When 'gainst the curtain of gold in the west 

High castles show, 
When the lady Moon wooeth the world to rest, 

Then would I go. 

On the azure and amber that 'cross the sea 

Doth constantly ebb and flow, 
On the bird that op'neth its wings to me, 

Oh, I am fain to go. 

To the grey cloud-lady who over the light 

Is hanging low. 
To her who is waiting forever bright. 

Fain would I go. 
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THE DOUBT 



A' 



.T night there came a little, cold, west breeze 
Up from the ocean's sand-dunes and the leas. 
It chilled the sleepy birds and closed the flowers 
And played across the frosty grass for hours 
Beneath the chilly moon and quiet sky; 
The dandelion's feathers it sailed high 
And teased the waving grasses with soft moan, 
But when the daylight brightened, it had flown. 

At night there came a fear to my warm heart, 
That silent sat and still, nor would depart, 
A heavy doubt that held the thought of thee, 
A knowledge of the things that could not be. 
All night it kept me frightened, wide awake. 
And trembling cold, I saw the morning break; 
But when it saw the spreading of the light. 
My fear fled, shamefaced, with the things of night. 
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THE SILVER HEART 



I 



DREAMT a silver dream, dear, 

In the misty night. 
I dreamt I held your heart, dear, 

It flooded all with light. 
It was of molten silver, 

So shining, oh, my sweet. 
I held it in my hands, dear, 

I thought I felt it beat. 
I had been sad and lonely 

Yet I received it, so 
It flooded all my house, dear, 

With magic, silver glow. 
I could not see the moon, dear, 

The stars were very dim. 
But, oh, I held your heart, dear, 

And I could look within. 
And when I lost it, dearest, 

I wakened in my pain. 
My hands were only empty; 

I looked for it in vain. 
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THE VISION 
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.FTER the weary day, before the night, 
When I lie still and wait the angel Sleep, 
In the still darkness I can see a face 
As vividly as in the light, so real 
The tender smile doth thrill me, 'till my heart 
Doth leap to little flames that upward fly 
And dry my throat and hold me half in pain 
And all in rapture at the memory, 
Unhappy in my own great happiness. 



[81 



REST 



K) 



.ISS her very gently, lest she wake. 
Kiss her very gently, dear, and make 
Not a sound to stir her where she lies 
In such calm contentment. Close her eyes. 
She was very tired. Let her rest. 
Fold her weary hands — so — on her breast. 
Nothing more can touch her. She can stay 
Ever more in slumber. Come away. 



[9] 



GYPSY SONG 

X SING of the bright sunlight — sunli^t! 
I sing the joy of the moon, 
The stars of night, 
Of lilies white, 
The heart of the rose of June! 

I sing of the fresh wind of the sea, 
The flash of a blue-bird's wing. 

Where swingeth he 

Upon a tree — 
'Tis because I can only sing! 
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THE TRUANT 



Wi 



HEN I was young the butterfly of joy 
Loved my soft petals. Oh, the happy hours 
When I stood r^al midst the other flowers 
Singled by his bright, golden flutterings! 

As I grew older, tho' I loved him well 
He tinned aside and one dull, rainy mom 
When I was streaked with tears and all forlorn 
He left me ever, for a scarlet rose. 
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GARDEN LOVE 
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EAR love, beneath thy casement, when the 

moon 
Wooed thee with sflver passion, when the rose. 
Asleep, did dream of kisses and the wind 
Wailed a love-sick ditty, I stood long 
In prayer that I might see thee. From thy room 
There was a little, yellow, taper-light. 
That danced upon the moonbeams — that was all, 
Tho' long I stood and waited. 

Now, the mom 
Is breathing amorous kisses to the sea 
And all the garden's waking. Lady Day 
Hath come across the moimtains. Pray thee wake. 



[I2l 



FRAGMENT OF A LOST SONG 
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^ING while you may altho' the bitter tears 
Lie heavy in thine eyes and on thy heart. 
Canst thou command thy breaking voice unto 
The idle laughter of a song — then sing! 



[13] 



THE LAND OF DREAMS 
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AR off the misty lands of peaceful dream 
Stretch, green and silver, into long content. 
A thousand voices call to me from there. 
The andent gold-wrought gates are opened wide. 
The little fountains call, clear-voiced, to me. 
The very tall white statues of the groves 
Beckon me gently with their marble hands — 
And yet I cannot go! Oh, dearest heart, 
Hold me not thus, against my heart, my will, 
Let me forget the coldness of your eyes 
And call myself my very own once more. 
Loosen the iron bonds of your control, 
That, tho* they wound so deeply, are so sweet. 
For I would be as free as the spring air. 
Once more as care-free as the butterflies 
That drink of every flower where ere they may. 
As thou canst cure this illness of the heart, 
Let me forget you, dear, forget and go. 
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THE PROBLEM 
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HE sat so long and waited 

Beneath the greenwood tree. 
To meet her faithless lover — 

So fair she seemed to me, 
So young in grace and beauty, 

So bright of laugh and eye, 
I could not understand it — 

Why he should pass her by. 

She sat so long and waited 

Beside the chimney stone, 
For death to come and meet her 

She seemed so sad, alone. 
So old and disillusioned, 

So dim of mind and eye, 
I could not understand it — 

Why he should pass her by. 
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HE white sail of my lover's boat 
Has passed beyond the lea. 
I cannot find it an3rwhere 
As I look out to sea. 

My lover's boat is swift and strong, 

It flutters like a bird. 
Oh! sea-gulls grey that saw it pass, 

Did he send back some word? 

When the moon's high upon the sea. 
The white sails shimmer bright, 

I would that I could see them shine 
As he came home to-night! 

My love has been so long away. 

So long away will be, 
My heart is very lonely now 

As I look out to sea. 
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THE SAILOR'S SWEETHEART 



Ti 



HE day is long. My dearest, you are far, 
The night is dreary, the lone even star 
Keeps weary vigil with me. Do you sleep? 
With all the seas between xis, do you keep 
A memory of me? Oh, I would know. 
My life is hateful while I'm waiting so. 
The white-sailed ships come sliding in from sea 
All laden, yet they bring no word for me. 
The pilots know me, all, they see me wait 
Day after day, beside the harbor gate, 
To wave a greeting and to wave adieu 
To all the ships that pass between us two. 
Have you no query for me? Am I ill? 
Do you not wish to know if I love still? 
How slight a thing a letter! And yet, no, 
You will not answer and the long days go. 
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L 



rADY of the noble name, 
From your carven picture-frame 
You look down in such disdain, 
Is it strange that I am fain 
To hang you low? 

With your wicked, little smile. 
And your lips of crimson guile, 
With your dark, vine-covered hair, 
Truly you are very fair; 
As well you know. 

With your supple, maiden grace, 
And your tantalizing face. 
With your strange. Madonna eyes, 
Are you half a witch-girl, wise 
With fairy lore? 

Even painted thus, you are 
Pale, elusive as a star. 
Proud and so exquisite, too, 
That each time I look at you 
I love you more. 
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THE PLEA 
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rADY of the angel face, 
Lean from out thy carven place, 
Bend thy gradous heart to me, 
For I have great need of thee. 

Lady, standing in the dark, 
Dost thou know the burning spark 
Of a passion in the breast? 
Gradous lady, give me rest. 

Here it is as dark and cool 
As an andent forest pool, 
Still and black beneath the sky 
Where the good white maidens lie. 

Lady, as the forest wind 
Sways the reeds, I bow, IVe sinned 
And my hands are red and warm — 
Shield, oh, shield me with thine arm. 

It was passion in my heart 
And I think life stole a part 
Of the very best of me, — 
In despair I turn to thee! 

Has there been in those grave eyes 
Light of some great enterprise? 
Is there passion in thy breast? 
Gradous lady, give me rest! 

[19] 
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S 



HE prays so calm and white. I come to see 
Each day her kneeling figure and each day 
My deep amaze grows deeper at the peace 
That lieth on her eyelids and her hands 
That tell the beads so slowly. Why, she seems 
As far from me and others as the shrine 
Of Mother Mary o'er her, and as cold. 
As gentle and miknowing of the sin 
That tears my soul so deeply, as a rose 
That opens its white heart in misty mom. 
I come not here for service. Oh, I pray 
And lisp the Ave Marys — not for that. 
Her very presence brings a sort of peace, 
A something that I wished and never knew, 
A sanctuary, maybe, where I dare 
Not ope the doors and tremble when I see 
The walls, they are so spotless. If she knew! 
I am so sick and weary. Even now 
I would not soil her garments with a kiss. 
She is my saintly lady. See her pray. 
I think her prayers are winged; she must know 
That they arise like spirits, for she smiles, — 
She seems so very happy. Let us go. 
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THE LONG ROAD 
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H, I am very fain to sleep. 

Will you not let me rest? • 
Put close your arms around me, draw 

My head down on your breast. 
Put your dear hand across my eyes. 

I am so tired. Oh, 
IVe come a weary, weary way 

And farther I must go. 
The road is very rough and dark, 

Yet I must travel far. 
To where, above the moimtain tops, 

There gleams the evening star. 
I know I'll never reach the place, 

I'll fall upon the way. 
My time of rest is very short. 

So love me while I stay. 

I fear the wind, I fear the rain, 

And yet, alas, I know 
I can no longer stay and sleep — 

Kiss me and let me go! 
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THE VOICE OF THE WHIRLWIND 
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SING the gods of wood and field, the men, 
The giant race of mountains, all their woe, 
Their mammoth joys and pleasures and their woe 
Terrific in its greatness, their short peace — 
A little time of rest so absolute 
The air doth hush to breathe — their love and hate. 
Past passion and past agony. Ye know 
But little feelings of a pigmy folk — 
Then harken imto me for I would sing! 
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ELEGY 

VJREY barren hills against a sky of grey, 

Above a world of white, 
On such a day 

We fear your awful might. 

You are so bleak, yet misty and so far, 

The cleft of your deep vale 
Seems as a scar 

Upon your bosom pale. 

You know the lowlands here. Do you not tire 

Of watching us forever? 
Does your ire 

Escape your boimdary never? 

It is a little world. For me, I grow 

Sick of its wrong and right, 
And if I know, 

What seems it to your might? 
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THE CZARINA 



P 



OOR Empress of the Russias, with your pearls 
Clasped round your neck like chains, your heavy furs 
And golden cloak down slipping, on your head 
The rubies and the diamonds of your crown. 

Poor Empress of the Russias, with your eyes 
Prophetic and your lips quite dumb with woe, 
Do you see in the years that are to be 
Some chance for comfort, some escape from fear. 
Or but the long red road to martyrdom? 



[24] 



THE SPOILER 



S 



HE thought she was inspired by a love 
As changing as the sea, and just as deep, 
And, thinking this, a bit by bit, she tore 
And .pried the heart of passion, just to find 
Of what it was composed and how combined. 
Which stuff she put in words of flaming hue. 
Until one morning, when she woke, she foimd 
That, as a butterfly too quicky grasped 
And tightly held, all broken were its wings 
And she had not the shadow of a love. 
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THE SINGER 
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HE sang and all the wonder of her voice, 
The sorrow of the character she played 
Thrilled me to madness. All the listning world 
Hung on the wail and felt imwilling tears 
Upon their cheeks, a tribute to her might, 
The very beauty of her misery. 

I saw her done to death; she gave no word, — 
Compressed her splendid lips, smoothed back her 

hair 
And left us, silent, with a little smile 
And gracious inclination of the head. 
I saw her eyes. Oh, God, I would forget 
The horror of the compass of that grief! 
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THE PRAYER OF YOUTH 
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rIFE is so short for joy, so long for pain! 
Oh, let me have great rapture, let me know 
Great love and ecstasy, oh, let me be 
Free for a little while, a child that plays 
Enraptured 'mid fair things it does not know 
And imderstand the depth of, only feels 
The utter faith of childhood! Give me this. 
Belief and trust so infinite that I 
Seek not to know the depths of love. I pray 
Wild happiness. Oh, give me, give me joy! 
Let all my life be like a little flame 
That springs up, vivid, joyous, in the night 
And dies again as quickly — that is all! 
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DESTINY 
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.LONE, we all must bear our greatest grief, 
Alone, must recognize its aged face 
And feel its mournful garments fall around 
Our hearts and hide us quite from other men. 
We see the s)rmpathy and love of folk 
All mistily as thro' a veil of tears, 
But think that in the cloak of heavy dark 
That blinds us we may press our dearest's hand 
And lay our tired heads upon her heart 
And know her tender arms. It is not so. 
Thro' all the world grief goes from man to man, 
And, when she claims him, bids him come, alone. 
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PRAYER 
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'EAR God, who art a Friend to me, I pray 
My nearest and my dearest Thou wilt bless; 
And make them very happy, with no heed 
For selfish dreams of mine, but let me know 
How bless6d may renimciation be, 
Sure of my courage and Thy love for me. 
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THE UNANSWERABLE 
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ROM space to space; from light to light, or dark 
To everlasting blackness; from long rest 
To short and bitter struggle and to rest; 
Past love, or, that remaming, into peace 
Or everlasting torment, who shall say? 
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THE CHANGE 
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HAD not thought that such a thing could be, 
That I should care no longer. I lay low 
And tried to hide my passion and to hold 
My wing6d words upon my lips in vain. 
You were a thing to worship and I drew 
Breath upon breath that I might breathe your name^ 
My mind and soul, you owned me. Yet to-day 
I meet your splendid lips and my calm heart 
Leaps up to meet no passion, your lov'd arms 
About me bring no raptiure. Where I know 
The pressure of your head upon my breast 
There is no aching spot when you are gone. 
My eager fingers let you slip away. 
Contented with mere friendship, now I know 
A dozen comrades like you. All the woe, 
The agony and ecstasy and love 
Have left so quick and quietly that I 
See with clear eyes the passion at my feet 
And know its death-closed eyes without a tear, 
I would not call it into life again. 
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THE RAIN 
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'EAR, it is raining hard. Across the glass 
The little trembling drops of water fall, 
Hurrying, zig-zag, on the dampened pane. 
The city's pall of smoke hangs heavy grey. 
Under the deeper greyness of the sky, 
About the tall, grey buildings. In the rain. 
Sad-hearted people hurry to and fro 
To small, insistent tasks that will not stay. 
They cannot see high up to the blue sky 
But walk short-sighted, gazing on the groimd, 
(For looking only means the wind and rain). 
I, too, am sad, dear heart, and know not why. 
For I have seen the brightness of the sim. 
Have known the stars and heard the songs of spring, 
And yet my heart is desolate. Alone 
I came, I live and I must go alone, 
Missing some dream I had of long ago. 
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'EAR girl, I know you never loved me. You 
Said long ago 'twas friendship and I knew 
We could not make a love of that and yet 
I went quite mad for love of you. Regret? 
Regret that I have seen the stars and known 
The changing sea? I dreamt you were my own, 
Why, dearest lady, you would envy me 
Did you but know of all my ecstasy! 
Not for one moment troubled be your heart 
For me. I hope that you shall know a part 
Of the great joy of love I felt. And now 
Let me but make to you my parting bow, 
My hat in hand, my toes turned out. You smile 
Yes, I must leave you for a little while. 
Oh, ask me not to stay! Did you but know — 
No, worry not for me — but let me go! 
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H, once you loved me, once you caxed that I 
Should love you well, that I should live, not die. 
There was one blissful day you told me so. 
And then you did not lie to me, I know! 
How could it die, that love that bade me live? 
What could I give it that I did not give? 
Oh, we must bury it most quietly 
And put a little stone where none may see. 
Yet all the life that I must live apart 
I have that precious memory on my heart. 

n 

So I must let you go with all the rest, 
With all the dear lost things that I loved best. 
So after all you never will be mine 
And will not even keep poor me as thine. 
The story ends like this. Oh, poor am I, 
Indebted so to life I cannot die. 
Full long have I lived on this fantasy, 
The time is over-past when I should see. 
You loved not back again. Tis ever so. 
Give me but one last kiss — now you may go. 
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HERE were bright stars, belov6d^ thou and I 
And thou wert glad and peaceful, in thine eyes 
Wide love, and I could hold thee, 'gainst the world 
Would let no sorrow touch thee, with my arms 
To shield thee from the wretchedness of life. 
Against the world, belov6d, thou wast mine, 
My hands in thine to hold thee and the night 
To change from silver to a golden day. 
Forever and forever thou wert mine, 
Forever, most beloved, keep thee so! — 
Dear heart, it was a dream of yesternight. 
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EAR heart, oh, dearest heart, I want you so! 
I want to hold you close within my arms, 
To lay your tired head upon my heart, 
And kiss you softly and as softly say, 
"Dear, you are very tired, go to sleep. 
There shall no harm come near you. I will keep 
All sorrow from you, all the bitter pain 
You knew, forget. See how I hold you now 
Against the world, quite safe, so, dearest, sleep 1" 
I would so fain protect you. All the woe 
That you must suffer, I aUke must know. 
Oh, why can I not bear it? Why for you 
Can I not take the sorrow, when my heart 
Aches so to help you? Dear, give me a part, 
I cannot bear to see you suffer sol 
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WEEK from now, this misty heavy night, 
A little week and I shall see your face. 
I think the eve shall be in glory dressed 
In honor of the joy that I shall know. 
Somewhere shall sing a dreaming nightingale, 
The glowing, golden words I cannot say. 
The Poppy lady of the night shall trail 
Her garments dose upon us, 'till we hear 
The sleepy, silken rustle of her gown 
That only the immortals dare to hear. 
Our dwelling shall be lit with stars; the moon 
A silver loving-cup where we may drink 
A welcome to oiu: meeting, a farewell 
To oxir long parting. Oh, my dearest heart. 
The very autumn will be changed to spring 
To meet the joyous springtime of my heart! 
A little week of all the weary ones 
That passed with laggard feet while you were gone — 
A little week and yet, how can I wait? 
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fEFT thus alone and londy! Well, 'tis strange 
How things slip from us and how grizzled Time 
Laughs at emotions. Fate's a jade, they say. 
I do not doubt it since she treats me so. 
Ah well, complaining! What a fool! Deargirl> 
Can I recall your kisses and your hands 
And not forget you love me, I should be 
To life both glad and grateful, and I am! 
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X WAS in the evening, when the sky was dark. 
The moon, a foolish lassie, swinging high 
And mocking her reflection, when I saw 
A little silver fairy on the grass, 
A' bobbing and a' nodding to herself 
In miniature dance-figures, as she were 
As large as Mrs. Grundy. In the shade 
She was a silver moon-beam, for a glow 
Did cover her small person and her gown 
Gave very tiny sparkles, and her wings. 
I wondered why she waited, 'till I saw 
She stood beneath your window. Then I knew 
She waited for your slumber that she might ^ 
Attend your dreams. My lady, is it true? 
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'LL laugh at it no longer. Even I 
Can make no happy ending to the play, 
As much as I desire for her sake 
To have it as she wishes. I can^t write 
The ending that I meant to. Must it be 
Like that? If she desires! But not I 
Can write it as she wishes. For the words 
Cry in the speaking so it hurts to do 
In jest the generous thing. I cannot go 
On with the story for I only know 
One way to end it after all, and that 
Is, "But myself! Poor devil!" 
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PRAY you, lady dear, that you will glance 
Across my errors lightly. I am quick 
And sharp of tongue — as ever, and I say 
Threefold the bitter things I mean. They turn 
These arrows of my own, to my own heart, 
And by myself I say, all shamefully, 
"How could I dare to reprimand my dear 
In momentary anger when I know 
How far she doth excel me in all things ? " 
I am too proud, with little cause for pride, . 
Too sure of virtues that I only dream, 
Yet always, my dear lady, do I love 
And know your worth, and so I pray forgive 
My folly of a single, bitter word. 
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'EAR heart, believe, it is not that I would 
Flee thus, a coward to a foolish fear, 
From the contamination of your lips. 
The fever of your hands or any ill 
That you could have and could impart to me. 
For sickness is a very little thing 
Compared with aught that I could do for you. 
If you had any need of me and I 
Refused to come to you but sent instead 
Books and pale flowers and other idle things 
Yet came not, loving my own self so much, 
Fearing a body fear, an earthly ill — 
So much above these little things am I 
That all the precious poison of your mouth 
Worries me not. What matters it, dear heart? 
Such dear destruction were the crown of all. 
I ask you in all mercy, let me come! 
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OU say I ask too much, your time, your love, 
Yoiu" passion and your presence, I would know 
Your sorrow and your joy against my heart. 
You do not count the things I gave to you. 
My life all unrestricted in your hands, 
Whatever good or bad there was of me 
And all I owned I flung down at your feet, 
Nor wished to be my master any more. 
I wanted to be yours and all I had 
I did desire but to give to you, 
And now you would be chary of a smile 
And turn away because I ask too much! 
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Y dearest, did you know what I would give 
To have you very happy, have you know 
This spring world with a raptiu^e, free from care* 
The wine of all its pleasure deeply drink 
And like a child be merry with the joy 
Of simply living on a perfect day! 
The moon is round and yellow, I can see 
It rising past the housetops with a mist 
Of evening rain about it. Dear, for you 
I wish that I could take it from the sky 
And give it you, thus golden. It would fail. 
Perhaps, as all things fail us, when we know 
The bitterness of longing for a thing 
So precious, 'tis past purchase, doubly so 
Because we cannot have it. Dearest girl. 
The moon I cannot give you nor can be 
The comfort that I would be, yet I pray 
Do not forget I love you or that I 
Am ever yoiu^s. Beloved, to command. 
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'H, dearest heart, the roses of your cheek 
Are gone, the lips that were so red and smiled 
So easily and lightly, are quite grave. 
Your eyes have still their wonder, they have gained 
From sorrow something lovely and I see 
An imderstanding in them and a pain, 
World-wide, world-old and yet forever new. 
I love you all the better, oh, my heart. 
In this your bitter sorrow, yet to me 
Yoiu" trouble is my trouble, 'tis not that — 
Oh, thus you look more pretty, or that way — 
But I would have you happy, have you know 
The old-time, careless pleasure, the free joy 
Of youth as once you knew it! We will see 
The stmimer lies before us, wide and gold. 
Oh, only let me take you, dearest heart, 
To fairyland to live in, where, of yore, 
We dreamed our dreams of splendor. Sweetheart, 

then. 
By force of my desire, you shall be 
Happy as I would have you. Say it so! 
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HOU art my most beloved, my whole life 
I dedicate to thee, tho' it may be 
Only renunciation and I stand 
As now, a mournful shadow, at thy side, 
Who echoes all thy grief but cannot bring 
Thee joy, accept it. I am ever thine, 
Tho' it be vain and helpless, ever thine^ 
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ES, I can think of dying — that I lie 
Quite white and cahn and rested, with my hands 
Crossed on my bosom and a winding sheet 
Across my quiet features, at my head 
And feet slow-burning candles. I can think 
Of being slowly buried. It can be 
An end that is accepted, a harsh thing 
That still may be a pleasure unto me. 
And yet, with all the rites of death, I know 
That when myself has vanished there will be 
My love for you remaining, that in all 
The years that come that only cannot die. 
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F I were dying, with my Kttle life 
A-flicker like a candle in the Wind 
All eager to be hidden in the dark, 
And you should kneel and kiss me, your dear mouth 
Against my lips, and say, "I love you, dear," 
My life would flame to being or my tove, 
In battle with stem Death, triumphant rise 
And make me, dear, immortal, just for you! 
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THINK I dreamt this once, long, long ago, 
When I was very young and fairyland 
Was dose at hand to live in. When I knew 
The moon a gracious lady and the stars " 
My knights and friends; when yet the earth could be 
A Uttle kingdom to me and the dew 
A special blessing to me, and the flowers 
And birds and bees my subjects and all men 
So good and well-belov6d, yes, I know 
That once, long, long ago, I dreamt of this. 
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EE what a mournful day! The sky doth weep; 
The cheery sun is waning like the moon, 
A glow where clouds are pale; the barren trees 
Are bowed with heavy mourning and their tears 
Are black and deadly bitter; all the ground 
Is hard and brown, uncovered, sotted flat 
With rains and sleet. The people pass us by 
Complaining of the weather, yet to-day 
Is the great day I dreamt of, the great day 
That I shall keep forever, that shall be 
A glory ever to me and shall show 
All rainbow-like and glistening thro' the years. 
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LOVE you for your hands that hold my heart; 
I love you for the smile that lies for me 
In your dear eyes, quite hidden, for the smile 
That masks a hurt; I love you for the lines 
Of shadow on your lips; I love your hair 
That curls so very slightly and your laugh 
And your unruly hiunor — for all things 
That great or little are a part of you! 
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DO not love you, dear, because I would, 
Because I look at your dear self and say, 
^'Here is a noble woman, here is one 
Whom knowledge of is beauty, " tho' 'tis true. 
But rather do I fight with my own heart 
Of such unruly passion, such mad pain, 
Such ecstasy and bitter jealousy, 
And, truth, I fight in vain, for I am borne 
Along a mighty current with a force 
That leaves me breathless. Dearest, it is true 
I love you for no reason; yet 'tis true 
I love with all my heart and soul and life. 
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LOVE you so that I would give my life 
To mcke you happy; I would stand aside 
And give my life to serve you, give my joy 
That V • , dear, might be happy. 

And I love 
You to V Ixe depths of hatred, so that I 
Would kill you, Best Beloved, with red joy, 
With righteous exultation. 

I love you 
So I would curb my tongue in every way 
To suit your every pleasure, that I might 
Ne'er say a thing to hurt you. 

* And I love 

You so that you can hurt me with a word 
As deeply ^ ,s «. dagger — to repay 
The hurt you put upon me, I would say 
A thousand riirses on you and re-swear 
Them on my head in anger for my crime 
And sorrow that I hurt you. 

I love you 
With all the best and worst. I love you, dear. 
From whitest passion imto reddest hate 
And there is not a moment in my life 
When I am not all yours, my heart and soul. 
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.EEP me beside you. In your loveliness 
Is all my life. I cannot live alone. 
There is no beauty in the wide, wide world, 
No truth, no meaning save in you. I've come 
So far, thro' such a struggle; I have known 
Such deep despair and knowledge, that all hope 
Is dead within me, aU my old beHefs, 
My old ambitions, dreams, are dead. Oh, heart 
Of all my heart, let me come close to you. 
Only in you can I find comforting. 
And only in your presence dare to live! 
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O many people, dear, have said to me, 
"Write me a poem, do. " Of all of those 
Whom I know well, you are the only one 
Who never bade me write a verse to you 
And to you always do I write. What vein 
Of tenderness or beauty ever Hes 
Within my poetry is thought of you, 
Of you and how I love you. Yet of all 
The world, I think you care the very least 
For any of my writing. You alone 
Ask nothing of me, caring not if all 
My verses be for you or none for you. 
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ORDS are such little things and deeds are slight, 
You kiss me, Most Belov6d, and the sky, 
That's infinite and grey, I know to hide 
More space where worlds may fall, doth reel and grow 
Too small to hold my passion; I'm confined 
In space too small to hold the joy I know — 
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.ND in the end, Belov&i, as you said, 
A lack of faith has ruined everything. 
So long ago you told me, "There's no love 
That can forever stand a disbelief. 
True love is only where the faith is true. 
Some day it will be broken, all the joy 
That we have held so dearly, by a lack 
Of real belief. Beware it." In the end. 
It is as you have said it. Prophetess, 
You whom I love so dearly, who from joy 
Raised a grave face at seeing coming pain. 
Is that 'twas you who lost your faith in me 
And loved no longer, vengance on my head 
Because I used to doubt you, or at last 
Naught but the subtle irony of Fate? 
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F I but knew! Oh, I am mad to dream! 
And yet there is a place that's blotted where 
Perhaps a tear has fallen. If it fell 
Belike 'twas for another — for some pain 
I do not even know of — for some grief 
I may not even try to understand. 
My hope is only madness, yet I say 
"There's shadow of a chance there," when each line 
Defies the hope in reading. After all 
I only ani a fool, a fool to dream, 
A fool to long for what is ever gone, 
A fool — a fool whose folly is such pain! 
And yet, at very deepest, not a fool. 
Because I dearly love you and no pain, 
No longing and no foolish ecstasy 
Attendant on that passion can outweigh 
The wisdom, dear, of merely loving you. 
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HEN, out of early dusk, the arc lights rise 
Like round blue moons, when there is hurrying 
And bustle in the dty and above 
The tall grey buildings all the sky is pink, 
I always think of you and in my heart 
The old, old longing grows. I hear you say, 
"I love this time of day," and see your smile, 
Half-wistful. It is very hard to know 
That I have lost you, that the dear old days 
When we two were so happy are all dead. 
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, WHO am cast aside with carelessness, 
I, who from all the wonder of your love 
Am hurled to quick oblivion, cry out, 
Out from the bitter pride, the aching pain 
That cannot understand its suffering. 
My day is done, is done, — I turn aside 
Cursed, cursed; Oh, God, do Thou but pity me, 
Kill me before by understanding this. 
That which it really means, I kill my soul! 
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.ND so I try to read between the lines, 
The cold unfeeling lines, a hidden fire 
You did not dream to put there. I recall 
The night you told me, "If I loved you so 
That life were Hell without you and I knew 
That you had wearied of me, I'd be cold 
Altho' it killed me, dearest." Then a space 
My heart leaps up to madness and I say, 
"Oh, God, she must still love me ! " The grave voice 
Of Reason interrupts me — "But she knows 
The passion of your worship, but she knows 
Your heart and life, she owns you. This is wrong. 
She knows how much you love her, wherefore then 
Should she assiune this coldness? " And there dies 
Whithin my heart again the foolish hope 
That lifted me to Heaven, and at last 
When black Despair is by me and her robes 
Cover my tears, there rises, swift as Hght, 
A memory to bless me and I feel 
Again your arms around me and again 
I hear your voice so softly, as you say — 
"I love — why, dear, I love you!" and your laugh — 
The tenderness of himior — "You well know 
I never could make love, dear. " Oh, I cry, 
" I know how much she loved me. I have known 
The very heart of passion. See, my God, 
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It could not die — it could not — love so deep! 
She loved me, oh, she loved me!" The grave voice 
Of Reason interrupts me — "Do you heed 
She has loved others dearly and has thought 
Them false and ceased to love them, why not you? 
She loved you no more deeply and she thinks 
You no more good nor worthy. " And again 
I'm conquered by chill Reason. For some time 
I stay in silent anguish and at last 
The same mad hope arises and it pleads 
The same old story with the same desire 
That marked the plea before it. It is done. 
And passed aside its reason, yet my heart 
Leaps up so swift within me and so tries — 
No — so believes its message, for some time 
I dream again, and then again there comes 
Chill Reason with its logic and we fight 
The self-same battle with the self-same pain. 
It seems to me my life is very long! 



[641 



xxvm 



A: 



.ND all the beats of my unhappy heart 
Throb in my ears and memories of tears 
And silent anguish beat against my brain 
Till I am mad from sorrow. Not one word 
Of all the jojrful ones I held so close 
Remains me, not one vivid memory 
Of all the days of Heaven have I left. 
They are all blurred with tears and indistinct 
As fragments of lost dreams. It is not true 
That I was madly happy once, it seems 
The pleasure of a thousand years ago. 
Forgotten thro' the bloody centuries. 
Oh, God, there's nothing but this present pain! 
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CROSS the purple sky, beyond the trees 
That stand so straight and blackly in the dark, 
The birds are flying homeward. Oh, my heart, 
My thoughts are wing6d and they beat along 
Across the long, long parting and they wail 
That they are aU unwelcome, for to-night 
When I am sick with longing, when my eyes 
Are blind because they see you not, to-night — 
My place is filled and you — you need me not! 
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HAVE cried unto God in bitterness, 
*'Why at the crown of all my life, when I 
Lay in her arms against her scarlet mouth, 
Did you not kill me? When I held the world 
Within my arms, why could I not have slipped 
To aU-forgetting Death? You let me wake 
To pain and bitter learning and to loss 
Greater than Heaven. You have cursed me with 
An aching heart forever and a grief 
Too great for words or tears. You let me know 
The height of all my life has gone and bid 
Me take the downward slope — well, kill me now. 
It is too late but only let me die 
And I will have a pretense of content!" 
It was so long I beat my straining wings 
Against the cage of life, so long I cursed 
Myself and fate and lived thro' anguished days 
And burning nights of longing, crying out, 
I could not bear my sorrow. Now, at last 
Has come a resignation and a calm 
Beyond the thing I hoped for, so that I 
Look forward thro/ my weary length of days 
And all their emptiness, with steadfast eyes. 
Knowing their pain with calmness. I accept 
The passing of my glory without tears, 
With only this dull aching that will lie 
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Within my breast forever. Hope is dead 
And madness cries no more within my soul. 
At last I Ue quite passive. I have passed 
The borderland of passion and have left 
Not even hope to lift my weary hands 
And call on laggard death to pity me. 
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ORDS ! Silly words of passion ! Why, if you 
Could turn your wondrous eyes on them, you'd smile 
Contempt at such emotion. They are poor, 
But struggles for expression of a pain 
That knoweth no expression, yet I think 
The grave contempt youVe heaped on me is not 
Full justice to the thing that I have tried — 
Have tried and, you'll say, failed in. You may sneer 
At aU the limping sentences, the words 
Inadequate — I know it — you may sneer 
At all the structure of my laggard verse 
And yet, I pray you, pass with some respect. 
Before you go your flower-covered way. 
The passion that you cannot understand! 
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ERHAPS, if in this world of words, I'd find 
Some syllables of flame that could express 
My agcmy of mind, a kind of peace 
Might lie once more upon me. If I knew 
A single, silly letter that could tell 
A shadow of the passion and the pain 
That's struggling within me I might know 
Some touch of blessed calmness, but I stand 
As silent as a statue and as chill, 
Enchanted by a devil, mad because 
Expression is all beggated by my pain! 
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OW is it that when all this weary time, 
This aching time has passed me, when for love 
I have known sorrow only, pale despair 
Too deep for words, and bitter pain of life 
And ever longing infinite and wild 
Crying for what was ended, how is this 
I cannot wish I had been saved the pain; 
I cannot lose the memory of joy. 
That mad, quick joy that was so very dear? 
Am I resigned to sorrow when I say, 
"My God, I would not change it"? Oh, my bliss 
Has been so far exceeded by my woe! 
The rapture was so short, the dream so fleet 
And the dull months so endless that I trod 
In hand with heart-sick yearning. If to-day 
I could but wish that it had never been, 
That all my life lacked meaning and, in place 
Of agony and longing, I could know 
A sunple, grey contentment, with the wish 
Perhaps would come a freedom. Yes, my life 
Is very long and weary, yet the thrill 
Of the mad, old-time passion — 'tis the thing 
That makes my memory so bitter-sweet! 
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F I could curse you from my heart of hearts^ 
God knows it might be well with me. K now, 
Despised, an outcast by your weariness, 
I could but turn and curse you, life would be 
Again a thing that's possible. My pride, 
The pride you never thought I had, is here 
To keep me from you, to be cold as death 
To you who have disdained me, in belief 
Of my unworthiness ( as if true love 
Admitted doubt like that! ) — oh, God, my God, 
If I could curse her all might yet be well! 
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OREVER! Once I thought that I could hold 
Eternity by very force of love 
Before one flaming instant. Now, when old 
With disillusion, as I look across 
The future, in my soul there rises up 
Some thought that tries to grasp infinity 
In its true awful meaning and I fear! 
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LOOK across my life with bitterness 
And horror of its length. I am too yomig 
For utter disbelief and yet I know 
Life as it is and have no hope of things 
Nor quick anticipation. What we have 
We have but for a Kttle while — at best, 
Only the grave realities. I can 
Summon a smile for summer skies and know 
A kind of chill content in loveliness, 
But this is but the attitude of age, 
And I, God pity me, have long to Uve, 
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^UT it is with me all the time, the thought 
Of you, the old, old struggle with myself, 
The old uncertainty, how can this be? 
You have disdained me and you love me not. 
At last, in rags of pride, I passed you by. 
At last, after the time I begged of you 
Only to love me once again, despite 
Your disbelief in me. And then there came 
A hard-won resolution to my heart. 
Each hour that I've withstood has been a gain 
To make me strong for hours to come, but now. 
Now the mad thought of sending but one word, 
One little question, to you to recall 
The bitterness, brings up the fight again. 
Oh, lesser, different, but the ceaseless war 
Of heart with mind, the old nerve-racking strife 
That makes me mad of weariness to die! 
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/\ND so they loved and passed," why, all the 
world 
Back to forgotten history tells this. 
'Tis only he who cares too faithfully 
Who stands a jest before the world. No one 
Who bore an image to the grave but what 
The one he loved had wearied of. 'Tis he 
Who loves and passes that is wise. I am 
Only a fool in that I care too long — 
God's curses on the love; I care too long! 
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'UT of my glass my face looks back into 
My weary eyes, the dim uncertain light 
Making the circles on my cheeks more dark 
E'en than they are — and so I look a while 
At ugly, tight-shut lips and the sharp line 
Of tired brow until at last it seems 
My own reflection merges into you, 
Your loved beauty that no more is mine 
And yet smiles back in mockery to me! 
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, WHO have called so often, now can call 
No more unto you. If you came to-night 
To me in your beloved loveliness, 
I could but disbelieve you. Oh, my heart, 
My soul of dreams, I look across the world. 
The empty world of trifles; if you could 
But understand the anguish that it means. 
The mockery — to disbelieve in you! 



178] 



XLI 



Ui 



PON the rocky hills we wandered, stand 
The ancient ruined castles as they stood 
Hundreds of years before we came and will 
Stand after we are dead; on the rough slopes 
Below, the grapes are ripening purple blue 
Under the pale blue sky that arched above 
Our dream of love. Oh, time is long and life 
Is long and you, you have forgot too soon! 



[791 



XLn 



T. 



0-NIGHT! This night that now lies dark 

without 
In chilly blackness — the cold, slender moon 
Looks down upon your sleep and the night-wind 
Lies on your crimson lips. I wish you rest, 
Dear heart that once was mine, I give you rest. 
I wonder if the one you lie beside 
Can love you as I love you! As you will. 
I know you hold no truant thought of me 
Nor any aching memory and yet 
I would not have you as I am to-night, 
Knowing the world as I do! May you have 
The love that you desire and belief 
In some one else. I give you sleep. I hope 
That with your dear eyes rested you will view 
Your life to-morrow morning, well content. 



[80] 



xLm 



Ti 



HEN will I never cease from wanting you. 
After long years, when for an instant's space 
I stop the action that makes up my life, 
Will the old vivid memory arise 
Before me as it does to-night? It makes 
My life a thing so hideously long, 
That aching, lying memory of you! 



[8i] 



XLIV 



B. 



^UT give them back to me for they are mine. 
Written with blood of loving. Why should you, 
Careless of me, desire them? They are 
Written by a poor fool whom once you killed, 
And so, at last, let his mad words of flame 
Die with him, since his great love could not die! 



[82] 



XLV 



Ti 



HESE days, these golden days mean naught to 

you, 
And yet a year ago you loved me well. 
A year ago! These hours are little stones 
Upon the path of years, tombstones of all 
The aching joys we had, and you pass by 
Their unknown graves with laughter on your lips! 



[83 1 



XLVI 



Ti 



HUS all my life has been bound up in you. 
I raise my face from pale despair, to look 
Back at some hour where you have never been. 
Back to some joy that has no touch of you, 
And there is nothing, nothing! All my books 
Recall the time I read them with your face 
Between me and the letters, when each line 
Of love meant you and sorrow was the pang 
Of a short parting with security 
Of love again at ending. Every room 
Breathes of your presence, there you stood and there 
You rested for a moment, all my chairs 
Are places of the dreams I dreamt of you. 
The heavy night outside recalls the prayer 
That you have sweetest slumber, the pale stars 
Are little wishes shining in the dark 
And far across the fields there is a light 
That brings the tears into my eyes, for all 
The nights I've sat and watched it. It is hard. 
You never should have loved me, if you meant 
To take it from me thus! It is not fair. 
Nor just nor right to do it. Not alone 
YouVe taken all the present, all the days 
That I must live youVe taken with you, too, 
My life that was, so that there is no past 
That is not bitter with the thought of you! 

[84] 



xLvn 



I 



CALL to you across the dark; unless 
Your heart is lost in passion, it would seem 
That you must hear my cry. If you should turn 
Because the notes are bleeding, for a glance 
Toward her who sent the message, I could force 
Not one more word unto my lips. I call 
Not from belief nor love. Not from desire 
I lift my voice to you. I think I cry 
To you because my life that you have made 
What now it is demands that I should do 
The thing that I desire most not to do! 



185] 



xLvin 



I 



CAN remember now a little girl 
I loved, before you came and made my life, 
Made it and later spoiled it. It is strange 
How time and idleness and some vague thing 
Called personal attraction, when we're young, 
Can cause some thrilling interest. I recall 
That she was fat, I found her fatness fair, 
Tho' later I abhorred it, and her name, 
Gladys, I think — I have forgot the rest — 
I thought an appellation vile before 
And after my attachment. But a week 
After my little foolish love was dead, 
I found her dull and stupid and surprise 
Lay on my mind to think of the desires 
I built from nothing. Yet to-day, this day 
Of heavy autimm, I would give my soul 
To slip again into those childish days 
Having a blank of all the danm^d time. 
The lovely damnM time that I was yours, 
To be again "heart-whole and fancy-free," 
To lose the bitter wisdom that you taught 
And be again only a happy fool! 



[86] 



XLDC 



T. 



HE sun sinks red to the grey west, like that 
My love bums in the sorrow of my life 
Unquenchable and brilliant. O, I hope 
That it at last will sink from sight and leave 
My life the cold, grey clouds of eventide! 



[87] 



c 



lOULD you but understand! Oh, heart, to-night 
But for a moment could you imderstand 
The meaning of it all, how little life 
Is grown unto me, how you killed at last 
My love with torture, how I know you now 
And how I thought I knew you once, how great 
The thing was that I gave to you beyond 
The value that you placed on it and now 
The deadly sickness and the weariness 
Of soul that lies upon me — for a flash 
Could you but understand, but understand! 



[88] 



LI 



I 



S it as you would have it? Why, from pain, 
Should I lift up my voice again in what 
I know to be a hopeless plea? Why now 
After this length of time should lying Fate 
Lead me again to madness, so that I, 
Across the desolation of the past, 
Call out to you the question that I know 
You'll answer "yes " ? Is it as you would wish? 



[89I 



LH 



T> 



HEY tell me time will change it, that at last. 
It will not be so vital, that at last, 
The memory of rapture being pale. 
The pain will be less sharp, and yet I doubt 
Their measured words, for it is long that I 
Have struggled with the falseness of it all. 
And when I think that I have conquered it, 
Some little thing brings up the thought of you 
And in a flash I have it all again. 
The mad desire, the disbelief, the pain. 
The sobbing, vital memory of all! 



[901 



Lin 



T, 



HERE is no place of all the wondrous ones 
We visited, I'd dare to go to now. 
Since you are false, the memory of all 
Would drive me mad, and yet I cannot say, 
After the pain, the bitterness — I would 
That you had not been with me, for you made 
Beauty thrice beauty by your loveliness 
And all the world a Heaven by your love — 
Tho' there is Hell thereafter — let it be. 



[91 1 



LIV 



I 



T is a jest that I should read of love, 
I, who have known the heights and know the depths 
Of passion. You have taught me very well, 
Tho' I was slow in learning. If to-night, 
To-night, when tho' God knows IVe prayed for it, 
I cannot hate you, if you'd come to me 
And put your arms around me as you used 
When all my life was Heaven and would say. 
With yoiu* beloved lips, "I love you, dear," 
Not for a heart-beat would my soul believe 
The thing you sweetly told me, if you swore 
By all our joy I could but laugh to scorn 
The weak affection that you offered me. 
Oh, you have taught me well. At last, I know 
That one must take a passion for a day 
And drain its pleasiu'es lightly, e'er the time 
When it shall change because of weariness. 



[93] 



LV 



Ti 



HE letters of your name are burned across 
My heart in flame^ and when I would forget. 
When I so struggle to forget, they start 
Again to fire and drive me mad with pain! 



[93I 



LVI 



I 



N the end, I will do it. In the end, 
Knowing you false, I will return to you 
With the same humble pleading, if before 
It comes to that I do not die or go 
Insane from thinking. Knowing bitterness 
Past any future knowledge, with belief 
In nothing and you least of all, at last, 
For very longing, I'll return to you! 



[94] 



Lvn 



R 



.EMEMBRANCE! This is memory that is 
A truth beyond reality, a pain 
More vital than the flash of sable Death 
Against a pulsing breast. This is the soul 
Of maddest dreams, of fantasies that lie 
In that we dare to dream them. This is thought 
Of Past and Future, this is present pain 
That stretches over all the world and makes 
Living the ceaseless stifling of the cry, 
The ever hopeless, useless cry to you! 



[95] 



Lvm 



c 



lAN you not see how it is all my life, 
How I have lost not only present joy 
And all the sombre future but the past, 
All of the lovely past, how it is now 
A thing unreal and false? My very breath 
Was love of you; the moments of my days 
Were yours and you have spoiled them. In the place 
Of dear, r^etful memory, I have 
Only the knowledge of your faithlessness. 
Only the sharpness of my disbelief! 



[96] 



LEX 



I 



T is an unreal world of folks and things 
Flimsy as dreams. I march in loneliness 
Carrying in my heart the only truth, 
The lovely, bitter memory of you! 



[971 



i 

LX ' 



O 



LD! I am older than the pallid stars, | 

More ag6d than the moon, more weary than i 

The restless sea. There was a time when you 
Were greater than high Heaven, when the things, \ 

The truths and beauties that the world had lost, 
Were concentrated in the perfect you, 
And then you wearied of me and I lost 
My faith in you and in the love that was 
A wonder, passing words. Yes, I am old. 
Eternally, inevitably old. 



[981 



LXI 



Wi 



HAT strain of tenderness is this in me 
That lives beyond my other passions — now 
Standing apart from you, because you wkh, 
Makes me, the weak, remembering your pain, 
Forget mjrself in longing to protect 
Dear you, the strong, who would not have it so? 



• • • • ?• 

• • • • • 

• • •• • 
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[99] 



Lxn 



T> 



HIS is the thing that I believed in, this 
Is what I would have died f or, what I lived 
Because of, and it lies as dead as dreams — 
Tis only pity that I did not die, 
Where I could lie beside it. It were well 
Indeed with me if it had ended so. 
For now I look across the past and doubt 
The thing that made it real. Since at the end. 
After it all, I love you, I cry out — 
''Love is not true that ends like that, at last!'^ 



k * 
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[lOO ] 



Lxm 



s 



OMETIMES, in spite of all the time that I 
Have stood so firm, to hide by pride the love 
You tortm-ed by your faithlessness, a start 
Will make my blood rise to my very lips. 
In mad desire for you, 'till I would 
Forego the small respect you've left for me 
And, casting all my character to the winds, 
Take any tolerance that you oflFered me 
To lie once more in your beloved arms! 



[lOl] 



LXIV 



I 



T was a year ago to-night, I lay 
Within your arms — your arms, against your heart. 
Close to your lips — a year ago you said, 
"I love you, " and to-night you love me not. 
You have forgotten me, to-night, because 
You wearied of me. Here I sit, alone. 
Alone, with life about me, with my books 
Before me, here I sit and I look back 
Across it all and do not go insane. 
Knowing it all, I live, accomplishing 
The trifles of my life. With all the while 
This memory, I do not go insane. 
I do not understand how this can be. 



[102] 



LXV 



T> 



HE same white pallid moon that when I was 
So happy, just a year ago, looks down 
On you and me apart — she seems so young, 
So virginal, as if she knew my grief — 
With gentleness, and yet her face has seen 
Ten thousand just such faithless fairs as you. 
Ten thousand just such longing fools as I! 



[103] 



LXVI 



T] 



HEN let us say no more, dear heart, life is 
At best too long a struggle, let us take 
The little pleasures of a little love. 
You say you disbelieve me, do you know 
I have no true belief in anjrthing? 
Your wondrous love was once the only thing 
That I believed in. Do you understand? 
I thought it was as steadfast as the stars, 
As faithful as the sea. Yes, that is love, 
That which endures beyond all disbelief. 
But, oh, it is a curse to iiim who knows 
Its agony of passion! Let us take 
The little joys we may, the easy kiss. 
The light embrace and handclasp. It is all 
That I have left of the great, joyous world 
That once I owned. Will you not have it so? 
It is so slight and life so very long. 



1 104 ] 



Lxvn 



A 



.ND you are happy and you need me not, 
I cannot understand it. I believed 
So fully in your love. I do not see 
How it can be like that with you. To-night 
I have the same sick wonder at it all, 
I knew at very first — you have forgot — 
You need me not — I do not understand! 



hosl 



Lxvm 



A 



MEMORY! Oh, God, but to forget. 
Forget the joy, forget the happiness. 
Forget the tortured love! To have the past 
A blank — a blank behind me! Oh, the days 
Drive me insane by having the same hours 
As days that I remember! Tis a curse — 
Red memory — a curse, that, after all. 
The bitterness, the falseness of it all. 
The faithlessness that killed the thought of joy. 
Brings up before me by the hold the past. 
The l3mig past, has on my soul, belief, 
Belief amid my utter disbelief! 



[io6] 



LXIX 



T> 



HERE is a theory in the scheme of things 
That what has been must last forevermore 
In one form or another, that what knew 
Real life must Uve forever in some way. 
If this is true, I do not imderstand 
The fickle love you gave me. I was sure 
It was real love and yet, behold, one day 
It vanished in thin air — the rule says what 
Has been must be forever, so you see 
Your love misfitted in the scheme of things 
Because it never was real love at all. 



[107] 



LXX 



I 



HATE myself for loving you, I hate 
My soul because it worships you, my life 
Because you are its meaning. Now, at last, 
I know you as you are, faithless and cold. 
Ungenerous, self-righteous, quick to judge 
That which you cannot know. I hate myself 
For loving you with my whole heart and soul! 



[io8] 



LXXI 



N, 



O, you have failed, it is not I. This time 
Of anguish I have cursed myself, but now 
I understand. I gave you all, I lived 
Up to the heights of loving, to the depths 
Of loving also — thereby judged; but yet 
'Twas you that failed, it was your wrong, your sin. 
You killed me for no evil of my own 
Because you were too small to imderstand! 



[109] 



\ 



Lxxm 



T, 



HE pallid lake, the fading mist and thou, 
The moonlight on thy face, thy midnight hair 
In smoky blackness round me, thy dear hands 
Upon my hands, thy presence singing loud 
Thro' all my being, then thy lips upturned 
In sudden ardor — God above, the thing 
Unspeakable in beauty — then a start 
Of all my life-blood to my aching heart 
And I am broad awakened from the dream. 
The lovely dream too beautiful to last! 



[Ill] 



LXXIV 



B, 



BECAUSE, one bygone night, you caught my 

hand 
And raised it to your lips, sa3dng the while 
With quickened breath of passion, "Your dear 

hands!" 
I hold them worthy now beyond the rest 
Of me and wish that they might ever be 
As fair in your dear sight. For tho' the time 
Is over past that you, in truth, loved me. 
Beyond the bonds of memory or thought 
That sudden kiss bums on my fingers yet! 



["2] 



LXXV 



L 



f AST night, I dreamt of you. I do not know 
The place we met. It seemed as if I dressed 
Myself in splendor and went forth in pain 
To a wide garden and I saw you there 
Among so many others. Then at once, 
After the pain and bitterness of all, 
And all misunderstanding, I held out 
My hand to greet you, and the whole long past 
Counted as nothing, and the many things. 
That I had learned in sorrow, left me quite. 
And looking in your dark beloved eyes, 
I said, quite simply, "Is it as you wish?" 
And with no thought of pride you answered, "No." 
No! That was all and then I felt your arms 
Aroimd me and your lips again on mine, 
And there was nothing but that perfect peace. 
No doubt nor trouble and no thought of pain. 
It was inevitable. Why, the thing 
Was simpler than to draw a breath. It seemed 
As natural as that a child at last 
After long, wearied play should turn to find 
Rest on its mother's breast. So natural 
This thing that 'tis impossible could bel 



[1131 



LXXVI 



N, 



O, you will never realize all my life 
Is yours just as I told you, tho' I have 
The power to stand apart from you because 
I know you faithless, tho' I let you go 
Away from me and do not stretch my hands 
To you to spare the parting. All my life 
Is yours, I gave you all my heart and soul i 

And never can forget, not for the space 
Of one beloved instant. Of how much 
I lived for you, you should have known, you who 
Misjudged me the most bitterly of all. 
No words can tell you now, what then my life 
Meant and you did not know. I cannot hope 
To have you imderstand and yet I must 
Repeat from out my bitterness, the words 
I told you when I knew my greatest joy — 
Hoping you listen — My whole life is yours. 



["4l 



Lxxvn 



Y< 



OU knew me at my best and judged me by 
My very worst, after the time that you 
Trifled with pale affection. You knew well 
What such misjudgings meant to me, you knew 
The way I loved you and you should have known 
The value of that love, and yet, without 
A thought or pang, you tossed me by and bade 
Me take the path to Hell and watched me go 
Down to damnation, easily. Yet I 
Have seen you cry over a silly play 
In some forgetfulness of self, and so 
I can but say that you have lost the power 
To tell the false from true and do not know 
Nor understand nor care for vital pain. 



["Sl 



Lxxvra 



E 



rVEN to you, oh, dearest in the world. 
One cannot give a soul that once has known 
The deepest giving, nor a heart that has 
Been drained to dryness. Even unto you, 
Who one time held my life, I cannot give 
A second time, the passion that I gave. 



f"6] 



LXXIX 



T, 



O win you back after your faithlessness, 
Your coldness and your judgment! Oh, my hearty 
To win you back again! I know the things 
That it has killed — this deadly past, the time 
I have not even seen you, the belief 
And flower of passion. Once I gave you all, 
It cannot be regiven if I would. 
And yet tho' all these things are lost, dear hearty 
To have you once again — to have you mine! 



1 117] 



o, 



H, truly, I have done the only thing 
That makes a perfect ending possible, 
That makes it possible that after pain 
And falseness and miscomprehension^ love 
Should be again between us. I must stand 
In this position. If I yield to you — 
When yielding is so easy! — once again 
It all is lost forever, and you have 
The self-same weariness to live again. 
If I can bring to life again, the flame 
Of love you had for me, 'tis only by 
Reserve I did not have before. I chose 
My path and I must follow it. I know 
It is my only chance, and yet I know 
Beside your self-control and pride, and when 
I stop to think how it may be, my heart 
Turns cold and, oh, I am afraid, afraid! 



Iii8] 



LXXXI 



B 



►UT last night you were here after this length 
Of weary time that I have prayed for you 
And blessed and cursed in secret. You were here! 
But there you stood and there you turned your head 
And there you laughed upon me. This whole room 
Is radiant with your presence and enfolds 
Me, as you did enfold me, that I see 
And feel and know yoiu: beauty and yet miss 
That one divinest grasping of it all I 



["9] 



Lxxxn 



Y, 



OU take it up as if all that has been 
Were nothing, as if it were possible 
That I was young and foolish, and that you 
And I had met by chance, and that we pleased 
To be good, easy, simple friends, without 
Knowing each other's hearts, but you are wrong. 
Altho' you tossed me by you cannot make 
The years that passed as nothing, cannot play 
At new acquaintance thus. I offer you 
What you desire — easy give and easy take, 
No hint of passion nor of love that you 
Can never imderstand, but that is all. 
Time changes all things. I am not a one 
Who can again beUeve you, nor can you, 
Altho' you cared so lightly, leave a blank 
Of all our past behind us and begin 
Our little, heartless comedy anew! 



[120] 



Lxxxm 



Wi 



HAT have you taught me? Bitterness com- 
plete, 
Knowledge of falseness, disbelief in all, 
And comprehension of the sordid things, 
And ugly actualities. And what 
You've taken from me? Only the belief 
That gave the little things of every day 
A golden glamour, only the great dreams 
And great ideals that I had, my heart, 
My life and passion, only the pure thrill 
Of utmost giving that came over me 
In the mad moment when I gave my soul 
As a last offering to you, only all 
The zest of living and of loving life, 
Only the possibility of all! 



[121] 



LXXXIV 



I 



WORSfflPyou. I Ue to you, I He 
Because I must to hold you, as you find 
My passion wearisome; but hear me, now 
Unfettered by convention and imheld 
By drciunstance and reason, I cry out 
Across the dark, voiceless, imto your heart. 
Unto your wondrous, sleeping heart, " I love, 
I love you with my heart and life and soul!" 



[122] 



LXXXV 



T 



HE momentary faith in you is gone, 
Fled with the moment's passing flight. I can 
Admire you afar and take the thing — 
Light intercourse — you offer me and try 
To gain thereby some pleasure; but you have 
Branded my soul too deeply by the day 
You tossed me by in weariness to have 
Me now forget it, tho' I would. I can 
Never in all my Jife beh'eve in you. 



[123I 



LXXXVI 



N 



EVER to know! My God, it cannot be, 
The sacrifice is thrice too great! I gave 
My heart, my soul, my life, my everything, 
And it was wrong! I have learned selfishness 
And I must know the truth. I will not be 
In this eternal doubt. To save you pain, 
To save the whole world pain, means nothing now, 
For I must know the truth, the worst, I must 
Have from her lips it all from first to last. 
The lies, deceits, miscomprehension, all! 
There is no question now of anything 
But that I must have the whole truth at last! 



[124] 



AFTERMATH 



I 



KNOW you to the soul, your little lies, 
Your petty falsehoods, know the things you wished 
To have me give you, know for what you played, 
I understand at last — and do not judge. 
I was a fool to love you, merely that 
And paid for folly dearly. What you are 
You were before and will be ever. I 
Gave you a glory that was not your own, 
Made you a great ideal, you who are 
So commonplace and so unkind. I have 
Suffered and learned. Who knows but if you could 
You would have risen to my height, not made 
And spoiled all things so clumsily. Tis past. 
I was a slave and I am free; I was 
A sentimental victim and I am 
A reasonable human being, thus. 
By good luck, one advances. Close the book. 



[125I 



LATER POEMS 



[127] 



THE TRIFLE 



Wi 



HAT wouldst thou lady, lovely lady? Take 
Me once again? My heart can never break 
Again, it is so shattered, yet I give 
The broken pieces to thee. I would live 
Once more to try to please thee. Is this all 
That thou desirest of me? It is small, 
Yet canst thou recreate the rest of me. 
How gladly will I give it all to thee! 



[129] 



THE BETRAYAL 



O 



H, lovely Love, oh, lovely faithless Love, 
Wherefore hast thou betrayed me? Why hast thou 
Judged of my words nor sought the truth at heart. 
Thou, who existest only in the heart? 
Wherefore didst thou believe me when I said, 
"Thee would I give for fame"? A thousand times 
Did I deny my speeches by the gifts 
I gave thee. Oh, thou lovely Love, m)rself 
Was slight beside thy majesty and all 
My life was thy convenience, wherefore then. 
Oh, great my Lord, hast thou deserted me? 



I130I 



THE GOD 



Y, 



OU ask me what love is? Love is the pain 
Of utmost giving, love is the desire 
To have all and to give all. Love is thought 
Eternal, it is life personified 
Within the perfect person of your love, 
And swift soul-death without it. Love is all 
Of evil and of goodness, ever is 
The sharp, unceasing stab of jealousy. 
All selfish and unselfish, love is woe. 
The height of greatest rapture and all pain. 



• • • • 
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ti3il 



THE CHANGELING 



I 



LOVED your love for me as if it were 
God given. You can never understand 
The place of beauty that I wished my heart. 
That it be worthy of it. You will know 
Never the way I watched its quick desires, 
Ne'er know how all my life was lost in it, 
Nor how it stood for all the world to me. 
But, greatest and most desolate of all, 
You ne'er will imderstand the agony. 
When in my sorrow when I tinned to it, 
I f oimd that which I loved as my own soul 
Was but a fairy and had fled away! 



[132] 



THE TORMENTS 



L, 



fOVE in my breast like pain doth torture me, 
Doth stab me with the daggers of desire, 
Doth strike me with the beatings of my heart, 
Doth poison me with bitter-brewed regret. 
Oh, Lady of all Grace, oh. Love of mine. 
Princess of Mercy, pity me, for I, 
jyying in bitter life, live on in death. 






[133] 



IN VAIN 



T. 



HE spring has come. Oh, why, thou weary 

heart. 
Who waited all the dreary winter thro', 
Dost not rejoice? We said, "When it is spring. 
Young hope will come again and pain will cease." 
The soft air stirs the curtains at the pane; 
The birds are calling from the south; the grass j 

Is newly green and little flowers laugh 

For pleasure at their being. Weary heart, | 

The spring is here — it calls me but in vain. 
With pathos in its laughter, now I know 
That it is vain — that I must live in dreams 
Forever, of the springs that never come. 






[134] 



THE JEST 



T 



IS folly that leaps up like this. Oh, heart. 
Dear, foolish, sober heart, who thinks 'tis love, 
Tis only folly — 'tis a truant joy, 
A hidden bit of youth, that after all, 
Leaps up to meet a poor still-bom dream 
That once I had. It really cannot last, 
'Tis but a folly in the guise of love! 



[135] 



THE STRUGGLE 



G 



'ODy let me not be torn thus between 
The lovely love I wish to have and that 
I cannot lose. Let me forget his eyes, 
His smile and handclasp. Let me love again 
The one I wish to love. I cannot be 
Thus torn between my passions. Tis slow deaths 
Tls everlasting struggle. Let me love 
The one I wish to love and now forget 
The one that I have loved with all my heart! 



[136] 



THE IDYL 



I 



WANT to slip my hand into your hand 
And lie among the grasses, with the hours 
Slow flowing like a stream. I want you near. 
It is a perfect day that glides away 
In broken dreams of love, because I dream 
But half because I dream alone, dear heart. 



[137I 



THE FINAL PRAYER 



Ai 



.ND I have prayed for love and you have given 
Me half the blessing, which becomes a curse, 
Because 'tis only half. My heart leaps up 
Quick to his eyes. I love him! Grant me now 
The boon of all the world, — that he loves me! 



[1381 



THE FOLLOWERS OF FOLLY 



E 



ROM the dear gaze of Folly, we must turn 
Unto the stem realities again. 
The ready joy, the secret jests, the love. 
The golden dreams, light hearts, the fantasies 
And glitter of her rule we cast aside — 
Knowing no more the careless gaiety, 
The truant laughter nor the gradous eyes 
Nor the imruly lips. At last, the rdgn 
Of our beloved is over. As we learned 
By her defiant wisdom, at her death 
We must let laughter hide o\ir tears, if we 
Would fain be true to her we loved at last. 



[139 ] 



THE PASSING FANCY 



I 



WISH that I could meet her. If I knew 
The way she speaks, if she would take my hand 
And we would talk together like old friends — 
Or just a slight acquaintance — chat of things 
That any one may speak of — make small jests 
(I saw her smile this morning) — yet in this, 
Perhaps the charm might leave her for the thing 
That's commonplace. Thus better — who can say? 



[140] 



CONVENTION 



I 



DREAMT that thou couldst understand, that 
thou 

And I might know that height of intercourse 
That understanding gives. I wonder now 

If for an instant's space you felt the force 

Of chance that lay upon us. The wide course 
Of life swept in between us. Was I last 

In the forgetting? If I saw the soiirce, 
Or thought so, of some pleasure nmning fast — 
The world's the world, we of it, so we met and passed ! 



[hi] 



VANITY 



T 



HE sweet wind blows against my face. Oh, 
Hearty 
What matters it? Tis but a vagrant breeze 
Without a breath of passion. The wide fields 
Lie in green peace around me, and the trees. 
Slim, silver birches, beckon to their shade. 
Their sylvan, checkered shade. Now, in the air 
There is a sweetness as of hidden flowers. 
That brings no pleasure to me. Yesterday, 
How wonderful the world was, and to-day 
How weary are the hours that you are gonel 



[142] 



WEARINESS 



Wj 



EARY of the blue sky and the green grass 
And wandering breeze, weary of the bright sun 
And purple twilight, of the weeping mist 
Across the quiet ocean and the light, 
Silver and grey, of summer nights? Oh, no! 
Not weary of these lovely things but all 
The little things of living, of the things 
That I have learned from falseness, weary of 
The knowledge I have gained that the wide world 
Can never compensate for bitterness! 



[143] 



THE DREAM 



T 



HE sun shines thro' the mist of rain, 'till all 
The liquid turns to molten gold and I, 
Watching the pallid glitter, 'till the tears 
Rise to my eyes, see it take form and turn 
To a slim ghost of you, that smiles at me 
In playful tenderness until I stretch 
My hand to take its hand and then doth fade. 
Leaving the useless rain and stupid sun. 



[144I 



THE SPRITE 



Ai 



XL day, the little fantasies of dreams 
And fairy scraps of song have danced within 
The chambers of my brain. All day, sweet words 
Have echoed in my ears the lilting tmie 
That hails the Muse to greet me. All the hours 
Of golden sunshine, I have sought for song, 
The wild, elusive song, that sweetly sings 
My dreams to Heaven. I have sought in vain, 
And now, in the stiU passes of the night. 
When silence lies upon me, in the dark 
I've touched the fingers of my dreams, at last. 



[i4S] 



UNFULFILMENT 



Di 



BREAMS, silver dreams, in robes of shining tears 
Wail in my ears to madness, fantasies 
Bom of hopes too frail for the harsh wind 
That blows across the marshes of the world. 
Grey shadows of a longing joy have grown 
From out the depths of sorrow in my heart, 
Cast by the pallid light of hidden dreams. 
There is a sweetness in the fancied pain. 
'Tis only the chill knowledge of how far 
From fair fulfilment all my fancies lie 
That brings a bitterness too deep for tears. 



[146] 



DEMAND 



Wi 



ELL, I have ever been a dreamer, now 
I've added to my silver fantasies 
The one that is most splendid. Oh, I know 
That in the whole wide world of chance and fate 
And realization of preposterous things, 
There's not the shadow of a wretched hope 
That it should ever be as I desire. 
But let me cry unto this cyiiic-self , 
That says it may not happen, to be still, 
Since I may only have my dream at best, 
To lie in peace and let me have my dream! 



[1471 



THE IDOL 



D 



'BAREST lady of my dreams, who is 
Nothing but a twilight fantasy. 
Who could never live in this harsh world, 
Pause an instant's breath and hark to me. 
Since I'll never kiss yoiu* scarlet Hps, 
Since I'll never see your midnight eyes, 
Never know your handclasp, take the rest. 
Let it be not only dream that dies. 
Since you pass as swift as autumn wind, 
Since you leave no shadow on the grass, 
Memory will die for thought of you. 
Take my aching heart before you pass, 
Take my dreams that grew like butterflies, 
Take the little hopes that came and went. 
Take the soul of all my joy from me. 
That you may leave the semblance of content! 



[148] 



CONQUERED 



A 



.Mia coward? Well, one time, you said. 
You would not have me arrogant. You killed 
My pride — my heart. You crushed me. Yes, you 

have 
A greater will than mine — some time ago 
How quick I had denied it! You're content. 
If not, you surely should be, for I do 
As you would have me, promptly. If I wish 
In secret I might end it, if I cry 
To God that I may end a bitter life 
That hath no hope or pleasiire, 'tis a thing 
That doth not inconvenience. Let it go. 
I've learned true value from your tutoring. 
I have no will nor power — the great thing 
I might have been is biuied. Thus you have 
At every turn your pleasure. In no way 
Do I dispute your power. Be content. 



[149I 



APRIL SNOW 



U 



NDER the quiet skies, the white world lies, 
Chilled into early sleep. This afternoon, 
There were frail, fragrant blossoms overhead 
And little, hidden flowers in the grass. 
The shining grass that now is seared to brown. 
The petals are all fallen and the leaves, 
Small, slender leaves, are shaking in the wind 
And quivering with sorrow. It is thus 
With all the springtime joy that in my heart 
Was stirring in the morning. Over all 
Now lies the winter of your lack of love 
And I am chilled into a broken sleep. 



[150] 



THE LAST GIFT 



Ti 



HE roses that have kissed with crimson love 
Last summer, are all dead; the butterflies 
That wooed the moths at twilight are all blown 
Into the mist of death; the rains that fell 
Have wept themselves to slumber; oh, my hearty 
Of all the things that grew a year ago 
In perfect wonder, nothing is as dead 
As the dear love that then you had for me. 



[iSi] 



LONELINESS 



N, 



OW, in the little hush, I hear the tune 
Of some old coUege-song, the man across 
The street is whistling as he walks along; 
A swinging, cheery time that brings the tears 
Into my eyes for things that used to be! 



[152] 



UNBELIEF 



Y. 



OU, Best Beloved, in your righteousness 
And chilly reason, who have failed me by 
Your lack of love and faith in me, cannot 
See how can be that, in this second loss, 
This losing of a person, unto whom 
I turned, in pain, as gracious and as wise 
Can prove a thing so little that there are 
No bitter words that I would waste on it! 



[153] 



THE LESSER 



Yi 



ES, mad to kiss her best-beloved lips, 
I've begged that easy favor, since our love 
And dream of love has ended thus, and felt 
Her dear, chill lips on mine, in the swift touch 
That knows no fire of contact, and so learned 
That imto those who fall there is not left 
Even the short-lived ecstasy of this! 



[iS4l 



CLAIM 



I 



DO not want to give you pain; I ask 
No satisfaction for the weariness 
That killed your love for me; I make no plea, 
Having no hope or pretense of belief 
That you again might love me; I accept 
The loss of you and yet I cry to you 
To give me back myself, my childish self, 
The passion of the soul I gave to you, 
The self that had no secrets in your eyes, 
The dreamer of great dreams, the girl who had 
Such great belief in life. I do not ask 
For you, but, oh, I want myself again. 
The sacred, lovely self that you have killed! 



tissl 



AT LAST 



Y] 



ES, I, out of my pain, I sneer at you, 
Sneer at the little love you granted me 
In name of passion; I, an outcast, I, 
Only a fool who stands in solitude, 
Caxing too long against his will altho' 
God knows it is imusual, poor I, 
Out of my pain, I sneer at your small love. 
After it all, altho' I look across 
A life that stretches mercilessly long, 
I would not be as you are if I couldl 



[156] 



THE VAIN GIFT 



Wi 



HAT I would give you, deax, is gone from me, 
A gift, unasked, unwished for, to a friend. 
Who should have had the friendship that is all 
My heart has left to give you. All he asked 
Was comradeship and pleasure, yet this love. 
Despite my protests, left me and it lies 
Unseen by any, weeping at his gate, 
While I beseech your friendship. Oh, the love 
You heap on me is pity! It is strange 
And bitter that things are so. Tis no fault 
Of yours or mine, so teU me you can kill 
Your passion, you are stronger and my love 
Doth draw my life for pleasure. — It is sad. 



[iS7l 



y' 



THE PARTING 



L] 



rIFT up your lips to mine. Once more, oh, heart. 
Lift up your lovely, crimson lips to me! 
Give me farewell again before I die 
A second time in leaving you. I fear 
Forgetfulness and weariness. Before 
The execution of worst criminals 
Men grant them one desire. I go to Hell 
Since you are Heaven — lift up your lips to minet 



hss] 



THE HEIGHT 



N, 



OW, put your arms around me! Hold me so! 
I give you all my soul, but take my life 
But drown my breath with the hot, madd'ning rain 
Of your beloved kisses. Oh, my heart, 
But keep me so, not letting me awake! 



[iS9] 



THE MASK 



T< 



O end like this! It is a thing for jest! 
I needs must laugh myself, the farce was rare. 
I was so double masked and, lady, you, 
You cannot force a passion, as you see, 
Tho' you did full imagine Tenderness 
And nursed your dwindling Love's small, feeble 

flame 
With constant watchfulness and gentle sighs. 
Your eloquence, my lady, your own heart. 
Convinced, in a measure, let us say. 
It went most passing pleasant. It is true 
A greater passion could not give me joy 
More deep than that I cherished, when I thought 
That you did truly love me, so you see 
That life is most imstable. Even I, 
When maddest in my rapture, had a doubt, 
The truth of what you spoke of, made you say 
A hundred times, "I love you," and each time 
Did feel a premonition and a dread. 
As if the thing were hollow and would fail 
A^d fall from very weakness. We are all 
Thus planned to be cynics and to be 
Rare fools. If you'll but notice, I did say, 
"Come, feUow, you are jealous. On my word. 
You do her vile injustice!" — Let us laugh! 
I am the clown more fully, you did play 

[i6o] 



Your little game more lightly, you did know, 
Must soon have known the ending, yet prolonged 
The tiny joke to please me. Now you say 
You love another gallant. Gentle be! 
His heart may break more quickly and for you 
If there's a spark of feeling it will grow 
When he is past the woimding, yet I see 
How you can treat it lightly, when with me. 
The farce ran on so pleasant, lady dear! 



[i6i] 



I 



LIE within a tiny room, 
Shaped like a coffin, and I see 
A little dark'ning patch of sky 
And the bare branches of a tree 
Outside my window. All the world 
Doth, with light laughter, pass me by 
And I am left alone with grief; 
Why should one care for such as I? 

January 27. 



[162] 



THE GENIUS 



O, 



^Hy Irony, that I might stir the world, 
The sluggish, stupid world to some desire 
And passion by the things I write, and yet 
Care not at all, because of you, of you 
Whom all my heart and passion could not thrill 1 



[163] 



THE MOON OF MY SORROW 

J. HE white moon of my sorrow is risen, it swings 
in the sky. 
O'er the heavy black trees in their mourning and 

high and more high, 
O'er my earth that is hidden in darkness, is drenched 

with tears, 
O'er the fields of my great desolation, its white face 
appears. 

The white moon of my sorrow is risen and no tinge 

of Ught 
Hangs over the blossoming vineyards, where simrise 

was bright. 
In the stillness is no hint of promise, no hope for the 

day. 
The white moon of my sorrow is risen, forever and 

aye. 



[164] 



TOWARD THE WEST 

J. QWARD the west, dearest heart, lies the land 
of dreams. 
Toward the west, dearest heart, lie the silver streams 
Of a long forgetf Illness, of a feathered rest; 
All the haunts of fairy sleep lie, dear, in the west. 

Toward the west, dearest heart, lies the ship of sleep. 
Toward the west, dearest heart, lies the misty deep, 
With the little silver sails of the truant dreams 
And the ships that firm are built of the moonlight's 
beams. 

Toward the west, dearest heart, lies a country wide 
And I thought we wandered there and you were my 

bride. 
We could loiter in the shade, we could lie at rest. 
But 'tis all a land of dreams, dearest, in the west. 



[i6sl 



VERITY 



a 



'H, do not clip the wings of Love, but let 
It soar to heights of foolishness divine. 
Drink thou into the dregs of passion's wine 
For one day, thou shalt have naught but r^;ret. 

The flush of youth is bright, but memory's rose 
Holds at its heart the shadow of a dream. 
No golden years of peace can make it seem 

The verity that thou didst once suppose. 

The world of goodly things thou didst create 
Will lie in scattered ashes at thy feet; 
And thou wilt feel no thrill of being, sweet 

From the great passion thou didst animate. 

The years of petty things are very long. 
What thou wouldst hold forever to thy heart 
Will bring again the swift remembered smart 

But not the old-time ecstasy of song. 



[166I 



THE CRY OF THE HEART 



Ti 



HO' I have written words of scarlet flame. 
What matters it? It all has been in vain. 
Words are no help for longing. Must I know 
Ever an aching pain that I may write 
Of pain with power? It is not worth while. 
No one can write away his heart. My life 
Has been one utter yearning, I have had 
Never the sweetness of hope satisfied. 
I stand aloof and look and little words 
Grow from great pain. What matters it? In vain, 
I tell you, 'tis in vain. I cannot still 
The throbbing voice that b^s for joy within 
My lonely heart. — It is unfair, unfair! 



[167] 



THE CYNIC 



Gi 



^rVE me light loves for jest. I know the faith 
Of deepest passion of the heart. I gave 
My soul unto a woman and she took 
My gold belief, my wondrous dreams, my love, 
My deathless, longing love and gave in place 
An instant's happiness, more dear than Heaven, 
More terrible than Hell, because I was 
A fool. Oh, I believed her love as you 
Believe in God, above the earth. It was 
Greater than all the world, more wonderful 
Than anything except her splendid self. 
And, lo! it died of weariness. I know 
The fate of gravest passion and I pray. 
Grant me light loves, my God, light loves that I 
May make a pretense of forgetfulness. 



[i68] 



COMMUNION 



Ti 



HIS morning, when the day was new 
And sunshine covered all, 
Across the seas that part us, dear, 
I thought I heard thee call. 

This evening, when the sky was dark, 

I was too sad to sleep, 
I watched the star that thou couldst see — 

I thought I heard thee weep. 



[169] 



WAYFARERS 



B> 



BEFORE the stonn the sea-gulls white 
Go, screaming, down the sky 
Unto the shining, beacon light 
That welcomes them — to die. 

Across the sea of Uf e before 

Its tragedy, I flee 
To the ignoble, shining door 

That means both death and thee. 



[170I 



A JAPANESE LOVE SONG 



W, 



HITE flower of the iris, 

Pale lily of the shade, 
Small dreamer of the ocean, 

My little eastern maid, 
Chill blows the wind from westward. 

It could but bring you pain, 
To leave your sacred mountains. 

And tempt the bounding main. 

Wee geisha of the garden. 

Slim priestess of the hill, 
Your lips are sweet for kissing. 

And I would kiss them still. 
But that the wide west calls me 

To leave your fragile spell. 
White flower of the iris. 

Pale cherry-bloom, farewell. 



[171] 



THE VOYAGER 



E 



AREWELL, oh, land of dreams, 

Farewell, oh, home of love. 
My boat is on the sea. 

The sails blow high above 
Athwart a cloudy sky. 

The waves lie low and weep. 
Farewell, oh, home of joy, 

I seek the land of sleep. 

Your valleys and your hills 

Are empty now for me. 
Your meadows sorrow £Qls, 

I can but put to sea. 
Your wind across the heath 

Has longing in its breath — 
Farewell, oh, home of hope, 

I seek the land of death. 



[172] 



REVERIE 



O. 



^H, heart of mine, across the sea, 
I call to thee, I call to thee! 
Oh, heart of mine, beyond the main, 
When will I see thy face again? 
Thou walkst within the simlit halls. 
Thou dreamst beside the crumbling walls, 
And lookest out across the sea, 
Oh, dearest, are thy thoughts of me? 



[173] 



MEMORIES 



Oi 



'NCE, when my days were bii^t as faiiy gold 

I laid my laughter, carefully away, 
In old rose- jars of happy memories 

That I might have it on some dreary day. 
And afterward, when life had bitter grown 

And I was looking forth on somber years, 
I opened my rose-jars and, lo! there lay 

No laughter but regret and bitter tears. 



1 174] 



TO E. C. 

X ALE, pink rose, in the heart of your hearts, are 

there tears that bum 
With the scarlet woe of the poppy's pain, do you 

yearn 
For the things you know can never come true and, 

all the while, 
Carry before a careless world your pale, rose-bud 

smile? 



ti7Sl 



THE GARDEN OF MY HEART 

W iTHlN the garden of my heart upon a lyric 

rose 
The little golden butterffies of happiness repose, 
And on the pale forget-me-nots, that ever pensive 

seem, 
There loiter, in their passing, the butterflies of 

dream. 

Into the garden of my heart, of which thou art the 

sun, 
I turn from life's dull weariness, and when the day 

is done 
And darkness is upon the world, how swift my eager 

flight 
Into the garden of my heart that with thine eyes 

is light I 



[176] 



THE OFFERING 



R 



^OOK of my heart, what shall I do with thee, 
Give thee to her who will not care or lay 
Thee where unlov6d fingers carelessly 
May trace thy flaming letters? Shall I hide 
Thy secret 'neath my papers, keep a key 
That one may never find thee, or shall I, 
Altho' thou art so very dear to me. 
Since thou hast known my sorrow and my joy, 
Demand a sacrifice of thee and bum 
Thy little pages on an altar-stone 
And scatter all her garden with thy dust? 



[177] 



LYRIC 



Wi 



HAT can I bring to thee, 
More of pale fantasy, 

More of delight? 
Roses of love I gave, 
Lilies of dream I gave. 

White stars of night, 
Burning in weariness 
Thro' my great loneliness. 

What shall I give? 
Grave words of flame I brought. 
Swift songs with passion fraught. 

I cannot live 
Save by desire from thee, 
So do thou tell to me 

Some longing pain, 
Some wish that I might bring — 
Could it be such a thing 

As me again? 



[178] 



A DEDICATION 



L 



fADY of dreams, empress of Hell, 
List to the tale that I would tell. 

Lady of joy, princess of woe. 

Thou whom I dearly love, pause as you go. 
Goddess of love, priestess of pain. 
Sovereign of beauty, pray thee to deign 

Take this, my gift, poems from me, 

Written with blood of my longing for theel 



[179I 



JEALOUSY 



a 



^H, thou fairest, oh, thou falsest 

Jewel of the world, 
By God's curse I cannot hate thee, 

Altho' thou hast hurled 
Me to Hell from heights of Heaven 

By this curse on me. 
I, the spurned, cannot desire 

That there come to thee 
From another, such deep anguish 

As you gave my heart, 
Cannot wish that you might know it, 

(Oh, the double dart!) 
That you loved enough to care so, 

Lovely, faithless fair, 
I, the jealous fool, the outcast, 

Could not, could not bear! 



I180] 



WORMWOOD 



C 



iRIM SON the flame of your love was 
And it rose like a flame to meet 

A dream that was greater than Heaven. 
In ashes it lies at my feet, 

Where I try to kill the living, 
Mad flame that it leaped to greet. 



[ i8i ] 



THE SORCERESS 



Bi 



BEAUTIFUL, beautiful, empress of all, 

Remembrance and sorrow, 
Evil, oh, evil, by falseness of heart, 

Queen of all wildest dreams, 
Wonderful, wonderful, greater in charm 

Than Circe, the slim witch, 
Bdovdd, bdovdd, beyond the desire 

Of men's maddest passion. 
Enchantress of souls, with whom death were sweety 

Thou creatiure of evil. 
Magnificent, unsurpassable, — dearest, 

I love you, I love youl 



[182] 



VENGEANCE 



T 



AK£ you! Your beautiful red lips, your eyes 
More dark than midnight and your midnight hair, 
Take you again into my arms and feel 
Your arms about me and your heart upon 
My heart that worships you — take you again, 
Your lovely falseness, your pale fickleness. 
Your lies and laughter, have them all and so 
Kissing my soul to Hell upon the fire 
Of your beloved lips — kill you at last! 



[1831 



HOPE 

A FLAME in the sky at night. 
Up thro' the heavy dark, 
Upward the burning spark, 
Swift the red light! 

A flame in the sky at night, 
Upward the golden glow, 
Leaving to those below 

Fire's grey blight. 

A hope in my heart at night. 
Upward the sudden start, 
Upward the beating heart, 

Upward the light! 

A hope in my heart at night. 
Leaving at break of day 
Only the mem'ries grey, 

Hope's danm6d flight. 



[184] 



THE STREAM OF LAUGHTER 

X HIS is the stream of laughter, that from the 

source of pain, 
The hidden source of sorrow, is flowing swift again. 
Its waters, in the simshine, are shining cr3rstal dear, 
The babble of its laughter is heard from far and near, 
Yet if you stoop to drink of it, beware the drawn 

breath, 
Its Uquid is all bitter, with the bitterness of death 1 



[18S1 



PROMETHEUS 



T 



WO fiends puisue me, Memory and Hope, 
And I have given Memory the blood 
Of my sick heart to live on, drawing dry 
My soul to feed the creature that I hate, 
With prayer that it may drink it all and so 
Kill me at last; but, when its thirst is keen, 
Hope comes between and puts new life into 
My weary veins, that I may feed the fiend 
Once more upon the anguish of my life. 



[i86] 



GHOSTS 

XOEMS of love and of sorrow, poems of passion 

and pain, 
Scraps of a broken expression dance a mad dance in 

my brain, 
Words that are ghosts of my longing, peeping abroad 

in the night. 
Prophecies dim of the future, that gibber and mouth 

in their fright, 
Songs of the aching white roadway, stretching so 

long thro' the years. 
Bubbles of C3aiical laughter, blown before storms of 

my tears, 
Words, idle words, how they mock me, how like 

ghost-women they go. 
Like mist, with no shadow behind them — no 

shadow to show my great woe! 



1 187] 



A WOMAN 



B. 



^UT woo me like the breeze, dear heart, 

With tender, springtime jest, 
For sages say of all the loves 

That, truly, b the best — 
Yet would you have me all your own, 

My heart and soul and mind, 
Come swift into my breast, dear heart. 

Woo like the chill North wind! 

But woo me in your joy, dear heart, 

Come not to me in woe, 
But let us take the joys that be 

And watch the hours go — 
Yet would you have me all your own 

To never lose again, 
Come swift imto my breast, dear heart, 

And let me share your pain! 



[i88] 



THE OUTLAW'S LAMENT 



O 



'VER the valleys, on the lull 
Poor Jack<o<green is hanging still 
On the imfruitful gallows-tree. 
The burghers sliunber peacefully 
Under the shadow of the thing, 
And only ugly birds on wing 
Flutter and pause and flutter by, 
Eager to peck the open eye. 
Sleep on, ye burghers, let him swing, 
He is, beyond ye all, a king, 
Altho' he swings so black and high. 
Between the graveyard and the sky. 
He galloped thro' the heavy dark. 
He knew the flaring, scratchy spark 
Of the old flint-lock of a gun, 
He rode from dusk to morning sim 
Between the weeping forest trees, 
Chill on his face the early breeze. 
Chill in his heart the fear of men — 
What matter? He was living then! 
Sleep on, ye burghers, in your place, 
With stupid dreams of godlike grace. 
Your life is but one heavy sleep. 
Why should ye wake to laugh or weep? 
The hero that's beyond ye all 
Is swinging on the gallows tall! 

[189] 



THE LODE-STAR 



B> 



BETWEEN the heavy shadows of the trees, 
Where palest shines the early twilight's rose, 
Light as the butterflies along the breeze, 
Cometh my love, my weary heart's repose, 
And, like an evening star that gleams and glows 
O'er mariners, upon a stormy sea, 
At sight of her, hope comes and sorrow goes, 
And yet, alas, a star, all men may see 
And all the silly world may look and yearn with me! 



[190] 



TO fflS LADY 



W. 



HEREFORE, oh moon, dost thou thy silver 

face 
Turn on the drowsy world, thy vivid light 
Making a way before to lead thy grace? 
Why dost thou show thy beauties to the night, 
Driving mad dreams like shadows in their flight 
Before thy splendor? Oh, thy tale is old. — 
Her beauty is beyond thy beauty, bright, 
Her witcheries than thine more manifold. 
Her coldness than thy coldness far more cold I 



[191] 



A FANTASY 



I 



WONDER if the little gods of things 
That lie about our feet, the Dryades, 
The Naiads, and the secret Fauns of Pan, 
Are wounded by our little love for them; 
If the pale elfin leaves that swing before 
The pla3rf ul wind r^ret that from our pain 
We lift no pleasure to applaud their dance. 



[192] 



THE CALL 



A. 



.GAINST the shiny line of walk, the leaves 
Have formed a small green face, that, eager-eyed, 
Is peeping in upon me, calling me 
To come and join the pleasure that's abroad. 
This silver, shady morning. Dancing leaves, 
That form the elfin image of a man. 
If I might take the semblance of yourselves 
And leave the sea of problems that beats chill 
Across my tragedy of life, I'd come. 
But now 't would only be a farce to join 
The gaiety of your pale thoughtlessness. 



[193] 



A COUNTRY NIGHT 



I 



S there in life a thing more wonderful 
Than this, a country night, perfect in peace, 
Flooded with moonlight, chill with autumn wind. 
And pure with the virginity of youth — 
A world imtouched by passion in the sleep, 
The perfect sleep, of early maidenhood? 



1 194] 



APRIL RAIN 



Ti 



HESE are the tears of fickle Spring, that weeps 
Because her heart is light and youth is fair. 
And she has fear of sorrow. These are tears 
For griefs that are to come. In happiness 
She sits enthroned, clasping to her heart 
The childish treasures that she fears to lose. 
These are the tears of Spring, a gentle pain. 



[195] 



TO PAN 



O 



H, great god Pan, who knoweth only joy 
Of young, green, growing things, of the sweet wind^ 
And the wild course of youthful leaping blood, 
Who diinkest in the glory of the world. 
The riot of its color, knowing all 
The ecstasy of beauty, the delight 
Of wine, of its wild revels, of swift love 
Free as the tameless ocean, great god Pan, 
We, who have aching hearts, tho' we have known 
Glory beyond thy glory, envy thee. 



[196] 



LANCELOT AND GUINEVERE 

A Fragment 



xjL] 



.ND so, between the twilight and the dark, 
They rode across the meadows and their hearts 
Were peaceful as the flowers that lay wrapped 
In their wind-breathing slumber, and their words 
As smooth as the slow river and of things 
Elusive as the night-wind. All the world 
Was hushed to silence, waiting for the sign 
That meant the things they knew not, hidden joy, 
Great grief and understanding — 



[197] 



MERLIN AND VIVIEN 



S 



^O she turned to him, in her gleaming eyes 
Lazy enchantment, on her languid lips 
Red words of witchcraft, so she bade him rest 
And knelt her down beside him with her hair 
like midnight on his ag6d form and hands 
Chill in his ag£d fingers. As he lay, 
Sinking to slumber, she did feign a kiss, 
That lay an instant on the tired eyes 
That ever hungered for her, like a dream. 
And so he fell asleep and, o'er his head. 
The mighty oaks that knew him silent stood 
And watched her weave the figures of the spell 
That bound him to their feet forevermore. 



[198I 



TO 



Di 



'EAR lady, whom I never knew, and yet 
Whose gentle presence I have felt and known, 
Sincerely have I mourned you, I would give 
Much now to hold your hand and see your eyes 
And hear you give me greeting. For her sake, 
I would, I would you could return once more! 
Oh, can you hear this cry in the far sky, 
From me, who is a stranger unto you, 
Yet has conceived you lovely as you are. 
You will forgive, I know, and understand! 



[199I 



TO MICHAEL DRAYTON 



A. 



.CROSS the centuries, I stretch my hand 
To yoUy you whom of all can understand, 
To yoUy who are not numbered with the great. 
To you, who knew so long ago my fate. 

They little sing of love that dies, they say, 
It was not love, yet you and I, to-day, 
You but the ghost of passion, I in pain. 
Know that one love can die and one remain! 



[200] 



THE END 



A: 



.ND when I thought that I had conquered Pain 
And knew a grave acceptance, there arose 
The specter of a pale Content, entwined 
With pallid ghosts of constant Restlessness, 
That shook and wailed within me, leaping up 
At every breath and jeering. Little things 
Would goad me on to madness. For an hour 
Of semblance of a calnmess, I would know 
A thousand imps of passion, quivering 
Like strings before they break. So, at the end, 
There was no changing thing in all the world 
I did not know to horror, and within 
The imps cried, "All is folly. Lead us on. 
Li death we will be peaceful"; and of all 
The world and life it was the only thing. 



[201] 



CHATTERTON 



Wi 



IDLE London town rolled on in eager haste, 
He slept, unnoted, in the attic place, 
His dreams forgot, his poems torn to waste. 
Grey death-light on the melancholy face 
That marked the world, so proudly. The last grace 
Of sleep lay straight before him and desire. 
Hmiger and hidden pain and pale disgrace 
Forced him away from life, where men of hire 
Had naught but bitter censure for his words of fire! 

And afterward, when controversy rose 
And his yoimg name was branded in despite, 
He lay within a grave that no one knows. 
Perhaps beneath the fairy tower light 
Of his own Mary Redcliffe, or in night 
Of bleak oblivion 'mid the pauper's shame. 
Where ere it was, did one that Rowley hight 
Rise from his tomb to bless the ill-used name 
Of him who lifted him to heights of lyric fame! 



[ 202 ] 



CATHERINE OF SIENA 



Y, 



OU read with interest of the little saint, 
Who scarcely was a woman in the way 
She lived in constant torture. There is but 
A shadow of Death's angel needs to fall 
To change her from her quiet holiness 
To a slight seraph, kneeling in the field 
Of gold and gold-starred flowers that the monk, 
Angelico, with clear, unskilful care, 
Painted from visions of the Paradise, 
That came to him when wearied with long prayer. 



[203] 



SECX)ND CHILDHOOD 



A] 



.FTER it all, her pain and tragedy, 
She turned a child again. See, where she sits, 
Nodding beside the fire, in content. 
Playing with children in her hoary age, 
Having forgotten all the weary years 
That passed since her first childhood. Only once 
In a long while will glinuners of the past 
Rise up before her, and she hides away 
Her hard-won knowledge as it were a sin, 
For fear her small companions might observe 
Some mark of age about her and declare 
She was too old to longer play with them. 



[204] 



' 



A TOMBSTONE IN A LONDON 
GRAVEYARD 



E 



fVEN the name eflFaced, what matters it? 
Altho' thy virtues and thy faults were writ, 
Thy birth and early death, so long ago, 
This generation, think ye not, would know. 
Thy children and thy children's children passed, 
Perchance of thy descendants still the last 
Is living, but he wots not now of thee. 
Thou art condenmed to blank obscurity 
Forever, with no blessing on thy head. 
The dty folk across thy narrow bed 
Pass heedless^ thou hast lost thy name, nor bow, 
Poor, tired one, it does not matter now I 



[205] 



THE GIFT 



M 



£, you desired not, my life, my work, 
My heart and soul you found quite wearisome 
And turned away with ennui. Pray you pause, 
Since I have given this and you have scorned 
It all, I have another gift at last, 
Qmte different — may it please you — take my death ! 



[206] 



THE PHILOSOHER 



W> 



HERE now is thy phflosophy, oh, thou 
Who dost thy life by rote? Where is the rule 
That ^nswerest this? Canst find the proper phrase 
To answer thine own sorrow or at last 
Hast thou been wounded deep enough to feel 
The salt of thy pat speeches in thy hurt? 
Where are the rules thou gavest to the world? 
Was I not young and passionate enough 
To hurl m3rself to death upon the shore 
Of thy high, stony principles — and thou? 
Didst thou have aught to tell me save that I 
Was a poor fool to love, and characterless, 
Not having in my brain a pigeon-hole 
Wherein advising for the moment lay? 
So be it! Yet I wonder if just now 
Thy rules suffice to cover ever3rthing! 



[207] 



HADES 



Y, 



£S, you are false and all the world is false 
With you. Your scheme of life is right, it does 
Not pay to be sincere or care, love is 
A jest and passion folly, truth a lie 
And nothing real but the frivolities 
Of this, the petty life you lead. Why not 
Turn qmck away from living ? After all. 
Hell were not worse than men have made the world! 



[208] 



BITTERNESS 



T, 



HIS is no gentle grief, there are no tears 
Bitter enough to shed for this. 'Tis woe 
That's best expressed in laughter and that is 
The most acciurs^ agony of all! 



[209] 



CONTINUATION 



Oh. I 



am tired of it all and yet 
I've fought so long and hard against despair^ 
That something in my heart is fighting still, 
And I go on, not daring to admit 
Unto myself the hollowness of all. 



[ 2IO ] 



DESPERATION 



M 



Y God, I am so tired of it all, 
So sick to death of living, I have called 
So many times in anguish mito you 
To end my torment, now in anger, I, 
Angry with you and life and sick with hate 
Of everything, I call you. Answer mel 
For very wrath at me, but answer me! 



[aiil 



MOCKERY 



G 



iHANGE? All the world is changing. Life is 
change, 
They tell us for the better. Yet I think 
Sometimes, there is an impish Fate that mocks 
Our dearest hopes and efforts, leading on 
Thro' gravest pain and struggle, that at last 
We may behold the circles of our lives 
But ending where we started after all. 



I 212] 



ACCURSED 



R 



ATE has so damned me that I see in life 
Only a little Hell, where many men 
Struggle in bitter torment, in the sky 
Only ja heavy ether, and in earth 
Only a grave that offers me decay. 



[213] 



AGE 



T. 



HIS is the af tennath of pain, the end 
Of bitterness, this is not sorrow but 
Rather a pale content. In quietude 
I sit and watch the river of my life 
Flow toward the darkness, with no haste of things 
But pleasure in the ever-growing shade. 



[214I 



RESIGNATION 



I 



S this then resignation, to accept 
A settled discontent, a hopelessness, 
A petty hopelessness of little things? 
God knows we have naught else than what we hold 
Between impatient hands. We talk of things, 
Great passions and great pleasures, yet great grief 
Is our one large emotion, and at last 
That sinks to match the others. ''See the grass. 
The good, green grass," I tell my heart, and if 
I find no pleasure in it now, at last 
I know reality is all there is 
And ask no greater boon than quietude. 



["Sl 



THE ETERNAL QUESTION 



a 



REY mist, grey sea, and a slow, wailing wind, 
Swaying the sullen water to a stir 
Of unvoiced heartache, silence desolate 
That pains to anguish, vacancy, and lo. 
Out of the dark, a voice, greeting, and then 
The voiceless fog again, the waste of sea, 
Oh, thou great God, is this the whole of life? 



[216] 



LASSITUDE 



N, 



O, I am not afraid of life. One time 
When this had shortly happened it seemed I 
Dared nothing but quick death, I count it strange 
On sober recollection that I did 
Not end it so, I was so dose upon 
A most romantic end. To-night, I look 
Back across all with calmness, and ahead 
Across my life with calmness, and accept 
The petty maddening present with the same 
Set calmness, yes, I wish that I might die; 
But not from any wailing grief or yet 
A great unhappiness, just 1 know life 
From the beginning to the last soiled page 
And I am very tired of it all. 



[217] 



StJPPLICATION 



W, 



HITE lady of the night, turn thy pale face 
On me, and let thy cloudy draperies 
Cover my kneeling figure. Now, I pray 
Not for awaking in the joy of youth, 
To roses and to sunshine, give me rest 
That in the morning, I, with steadfast eyes, 
May look across my life that is to be. 



[218] 



THE BOON 



I 



THANK Thee, God, that I can say to-night 
The greatest pain is dead. I have no hope, 
No pleasure nor desire, and my life 
Is very long before me, since I bear 
This aching heart, and yet I have the strength 
To look across the lovely past, without 
The shudder of my bloody memory. 
God, I have prayed for calm and Thou hast given 
That which I asked. I thank Thee for the boon. 



[219] 



REINCARNATION 



I 



F I beKeved that I could get away 
From this long Hell of living, I would turn 
How swift to self-destruction. If I thought 
That if I failed to meet my problems now 
I need not meet them at some other time, 
The rest were easy. But there is a rule 
In the slow torture that we live, but, oh, 
If I could only know the evil thing 
Of my past lives that makes me merit this I 



[ 220] 



INTO THE DARK AND WHENCE? 



I 



NTO the dark and whence? Oh, we know God, 
Believe in the great scheme of things and see 
Justice about us, know that as we feel 
Heart-throbs of pain against our breasts it is 
Impossible that something that cries out 
There should sink down to vast oblivion. 
Seeing that what exists must ever be 
Changing and yet existing — this we know, 
We pray to know and yet our minds at best 
Are finite and when passing looms before 
Us great, inevitable, and we hear — 
"Infinity — eternity," they are 
Only two fearful words, and in our fear 
We cry like children, "To the dark, and whence?" 



[221] 



THE VALUE 



W 



ILL you not laugh with me? The path of tears 
Is shorter, thro' the meadows of great pain 
That stretch about our weary feet to-day, 
Yet it is worth the bitter length to march 
The member of a company so brave. 



[222] 



THE LESSON 



L, 



^IGHT laughter on my lips! Once, years ago, 
I was a gentle pessimist, I spoke 
Pale words of melancholy, on the sins 
And sorrows of the world. In argument 
I was sincere and serious and spoke 
Most gravely of the tragedy of life, 
Yes, once! If I could only know again 
My sad convictions of the rule of things! 
For life is long and bitter — if my lips 
Have mirthful curves, oh, wonder not, for, hush, 
I have learned laughter in the school of pain! 



[223] 



THE LOVER 



I 



AM in love with Laughter. I have wooed 
Pain but too long, she is a solemn jade, 
Sister to Passion, beautiful beyond 
Hell and beyond Hell ugly. Give me Jest 
And Song and tricksy Humor. I'm in love 
With young Delight and Carelessness. FareweU, 
Hussies, I gave my heart, ungrateful ye, 
I am in love with Laughter once again! 



[224] 



SOUL-HUNGER 



W, 



HAT wouldst thou, soul, that stretchest out 
thy hands 
With such persistence? Thou beheld'st the death 
Of passion and of fancy, thou hast dreamt 
Of Love and high ideals and hast learned 
Harsh values, wherefore dost thou rise to weep. 
Stretching thy eager fingers for a thing 
Thou canst not name, thou canst not hold nor knowl 



[225] 



